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KING  of  EGYPT. 


TRAGEDY. 


Acted  at  the 

Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane, 

1719. 


O  trifte  plane  acerlutnque  funus  /  0  morte  ipfa  mortis  tern- 
pus  indignius  !  Jam  deftinata  erat  egregio  juveni ,  jam 
eleftus  nuptiarum  dies ;  quod  gaudium ,  quo  meerore  mu- 
tatumeJiP  Plin.  Epift. 
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PROLOGUE. 


By  a  F  R  I  E  N  D. 


Spoken  by  Mr.  Booth. 

J  ^  O  NG  have  you  feen  the  Greek  and  Roman  name, 
Afiified  hy  the  mufe,  renew  their  fame. 

While  yet  unfitng  thofe  heroes  feep,  from  whom 
Greece  form'd  her  Plato’*,  and  her  Caefars  Rome. 

Such,  Egypt,  were  thy  feus  /  divinely  great 
In  arts,  in  arms,  in  wifdom,  and  in  fate. 

Her  early  monarchs  gave  fuch  glories  birth, 

! if  heir  ruins  are  the  wonders  of  the  earth. 

Structures  fo  vafi  by  thofe  great  kings  defgn'd. 

Are  bift  faint  fetches  of  their  boundlefs  mind  : 

Yet  ni'er  has  Albion’*  Scene,  though  long  renown  d. 

With  the  fern  tyrants  of  the  Nile  been  crown'd. 

The  tragic  tnufe  in  grandeur  fould  excel. 

Her  figure  blazes,  and  her  numbers  fwell. 

The  proudefi  monarch  of  the  proudeft  age, 

From  Egypt  comes  to  tread  the  Britifh  fiage  : 

~)ld  Homer’*  heroes,  moderns  are  t  o  thofe 
Vhom  this  night's  venerable  fcenes  difclofe. 

B  2  Here, 


4  PROLOGUE. 


Here  pomp  and  fplendor  ferves  but  to  prepare  : 
Ho  touch  the  foul  is  our  peculiar  care  ; 

By  juft  diftrefs  foft  pity  to  impart. 

And  mend  your  nature,  •while  we  move  your  heart  j 
Nor  would  thefe  fcenes  in  empty  words  abound , 

Or  overlay  the  fentiment  with found. 

When  pajfton  rages,  eloquence  is  mean  ; 

Geftures  and  looks  beft  fpeak  the  moving  fcene. 

Ye fhining  Fair  !  when  tender  woes  invite 
Ho  pleafing  anguijb  and  fevere  delight , 

By  your  aftlidlion  you  compute  your  gain. 

And  rife  in  pleafure  as  you  rife  in  pain. 

If  then  juft  objefis  of  concern  are  fhovsn. 

And  your  hearts  heave  with  forrows  not  your  own, 
Let  not  the  gen' rous  impulfe  be  withftood. 

Strive  not  with  nature ;  blufh  not  to  be  good  i 
Sighs  only  from  a  nobler  temper  rife. 

And’ tis  your  virtue  fwells  into  your  Eyes. 
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Dramatis  Perfona?, 


MEN. 


Bus  iris,  King  of  Egypt , 
Myron,  the  Prince, 

N  icanor.  Father  of  Mundane, 
Memnon, 

Rameses, 

Syphoces, 

Pheron, 

Auletes,  a  Courtier, 


Confpirators, 


Mr.  Elrington. 


{ 


Mr.  Booth. 

Mr.  Mills. 

Mr.  Wilks. 

Mr.  Walker. 
Mr.  Thurmond. 
Mr.WlLLIAMS. 

Mr.  W.  MiLw. 


WOMEN. 

Myris,  Queen  of  Egypt,  Mrs.  ThuriwCTZ. 

Mandane,  Mrs.  Oldfield. 


SCENE,  a  Temple  at  M  E  M  P  H I S,  in  Old  Egypt , 
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A  C  T  I. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Pheron  and  Syphoces. 
Syphoces. 

IF  glorious  ftru&ures,  and  immortal  deeds. 
Enlarge  the  thought,  and  fet  our  fouls  on  fire, 
.Mv  tongue  has  been  too  cold  in  Egypt's  praife. 
The  queen  of  nations,  ana  the  boalt  cf  tiliiCS, 
Mother  of  fcience,  and  the  houfe  of  gods ! 

Scarce  can  I  open  wide  my  lab’ring  mind 
To  comprehend  the  vaft  idea,  big 
With  arts  and  arms,  fo  boundlefs  in  their  fame; 
Pheron. 

Thrice  happy  land  !  did  not  her  dreadful  king, 
Far-fanvd  Bujiris,  whom  the  world  reveres. 

Lay  all  his  fhining  wonders  in  difgrace, 

By  cruelty  and  pride. 

Syphoces. 

By  pride  indeed  ; 
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He  calls  himfelf  The  Proud,  and  glories  in  it. 

Nor  would  exchange  for  Jupiter's  Almighty. 

Have  we  not  feen  him  lhake  his  filver  reins 
O’er  harnefs’d  monarchs  to  his  chariot  yok’d  ? 

Jn  fullen  majefty  they  ftalk  along, 

With  eyes  of  indignation  and  defpair. 

While  he  aloft  difplays  his  impious  Hate, 

With  half  their  rifled  kingdoms  o’er  his  brow. 
Blazing  to  heaven  in  diamonds  and  gold. 

Pheron. 

Nor  Iefs  the  tyrant’s  cruelty  than  pride  ; 

His  horrid  altars  ilream  with  human  blood, 

And  piety  is  murder  in  his  hands.  [A  great  Jhout. 

S  rPHOCES. 

There  rofe  the  voice  of  twice  two  hundred  thoufand. 
And  broke  the  clouds,  and  clear’d  the  face  of  day  ; 
The  king,  who  from  his  temple’s  airy  height, 

With  heart  dilated,  that  great  work  furveys. 

Who  Ihall  proclaim  what  can  be  done  by  man. 

Has  llruck  his  purple  flreamer,  and  defcends. 
Pheron. 

Twice  ten  long  years  have  feen  that  haughty  pile, 
Which  nations  with  united  toil  advance, 

Gain  on  the  Ikies,  and  labour  up  to  heaven. 

Syphoces. 

The  king — or  proftrate  fall,  or  difappear.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bus  iris,  attended. 

Busiris. 

This  antienl  city,  Memphis  the  renown’d, 

Almoft  coaeval  with  the  Sun  himfelf, 
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And  boafting  ftrength  fcarce  foonerto  decay, 

How  wanton  fits  (he  amid  nature’s  fmiles  ; 

Nor  from  her  higheft  turret  has  to  view. 

But  golden  landfcapes  and  luxuriant  fcenes  ; 

A  wafie  of  wealth,  the  ftorehoufe  of  the  world  ! 

Here,  fruitful  vales,  far-ftretcliing,  fly  the  fight ; 
There,  fails  unnumber’d  whiten  all  the  ftream  ; 
While  from  the  banks  full  twenty  thoufand  cities 
Survey  their  pride,  and  fee  their  gilded  towers 
Float  on  the  waves,  and  break  againft  the  Ihore : 

To  crown  the  whole,  this  rifing  pyramid 

[Shews  the  flan. 

Lengthens  in  air,  and  ends  among  the  ftars ; 

While  every  other  objedt  Ihrinks  beneath 
Its  mighty  lhade,  and  leflens  to  the  view. 

As  kings  compar’d  with  me. 

Enter  Auletes.  He  falls  prof  rates. 
Auletes. 

Q  live  for  ever, 

Bttfris ,  fir  ft  of  men  f 

Busiris. 

Auletes ,  rife. 

Auletes. 

Embafladors  from  various  climes  arrive. 

To  view  your  wonders,  and  to  greet  your  fame  ; 

Each  loaden  with  the  gifts  his  country  yields. 

Of  which  the  meaneft  rife  to  gold  and  pearl  : 

The  rich  Arabian  fills  his  ample  vafe 
With  facred  incenfe  ;  Ethiopia  fends 
A  thoufand  courfers  fleeter  than  the  wind  j- 
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And  their  black  riders  darken  all  the  plain  : 

Camels  and  elephants  from  other  realms. 

Bending  beneath  a  weight  of  luxury. 

Bring  the  bell  feafons  of  their  various  years. 

And  leave  their  monarchs  poor. 

Busiris. 

What  from  the  Perjucn  ? 
Auletes. 

He  bends  before  your  throne,  and  far  outweighs 
The  reft  in  tribute,  and  outlhines  in  ftate. 

Busiris. 

Away  ;  he  fees  me  not ;  I  know  his  purpofe  ; 

A  fpy  upon  my  greatnefs,  and  no  friend: 

Take  his  Embaffador,  and  Ihew  him  Egypt ; 

In  Memphis  Ihew  him  various  nations  met. 

As  in  a  fea,  yet  not  confin’d  in  fpace. 

But  ftreaming  freely  through  the  fpacious  ftreet. 
Which  fend  forth  millions  at  each  brazen  gate. 
Whene’er  the  trumpet  calls;  high  over-head 
On  the  broad  walls  the  chariots  bound  along. 

And  leave  in  air  a  thunder  of  my  own  : 

Jove  too  has  pour’d  the  Nile  into  my  hand. 

The  prince  of  rivers,  Ocean’s  eldeft  fon  : 

Rich  of  myfelf,  I  make  the  fruitful  year. 

Nor  alk  precarious  plenty  from  the  Iky 
Throw  all  my  glories  open  to  his  view. 

Then  tell  him,  in  return  for  trifles  offer’d, 

I  give  him  this ,  and  when  a  Perjian  arm 

[  Gives  him  a  hova. 

Can  thus  with  vigour  its  reluftance  bend, 

And  to  the  nerve  its  ftubborn  force  fubdue ; 
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Then  let  his  matter  think  of  arms— but  bring 
More  men  than  yet  e’er  pour’d  into  the  field ; 

Mean  time,  thank  heaven,  our  tide  of  conqueft  drives 
A  different  way,  and  leaves  him  ftill  a  king  : 

This  to  the  Perjian.— I  receive  the  reft. 

And  give  the  world  an  anfwer.  [Exit  Bufiris. 

Mandane,  attended  by  priejls  and  her  virgins,  is feen 
facrijicing  at  a  dijiance . 

An  hymn  to  Isis  is  fung.  The  priejis go  out. 
Mandane,  attended  by  her  maids ,  advances • 
Mandane. 

My  morning  duty  to  the  gods  is  over. 

Yet  ftill  this  terror  hangs  upon  my  foul. 

And  faddens  every  thought' - 1  ftill  behold 

The  dreadful  image  ;  ftill  the  threat’ning  fword 
Points  at  my  breaft,  and  glitters  in  mine  eye."-"-  ■  — 
But  ’twas  a  dream  ;  no  more.  My  virgins,  leave  me : 
And  thou,  great  Ruler  of  the  World,  be  prefent ! 

O  kindly  Ihine  on  this  important  hour  ! 

This  hour  determines  all  my  future  life. 

And  gives  it  up  to  mifery  or  joy.  {She  advances. 

Thefe  lonely  walks,  this  deep  and  folemn  gloom. 
Where  noon-day  funs  but  glimmer  to  the  view. 

This  houfe  of  tears,  and  manfion  of  the  dead. 

For  ever  hides  him  from  the  hated  light. 

And  gives  him  leave  to  groan. 

Back  fcene  draws,  and  Jhevjs  Mem  non  leaning  on  his 
father's  tomb. 
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Sc  Twurriai  1  If.  —7  !rr£.  tie  ceai  L~~  =■ 

Are  LI  yo«r  care,  life  ii  20  —  ire  z  bleEng-. 
few  cocii  yoa  Lr  tie  for  trie  ciinL  Life, 

.L:  teek  ffrn  ::re  2  ref. ye  :i  ir.rLr  : 

Mzmjcos. 

'•^ey  fid  :ici  rrrigi:  in i:’e  eyres  ::  Lis  £12  Lice. 
Where  iirbefe  CvcdLs.  mi  grief  wocii  igi  fetire 
Ii  ^reliene  iaroc,  mi  before  £  rigf :  ? 

Aii  fgi:  11  iay  e'ei  rere.  Retire.  ny  lire  j 
Eici  yryfL  sesat  I  ~:i:  dire  -Jztt, 

Mastd  i;rr. 

V-Tit  five  7:2  :r  11  i  in  ze  Jo  meas,  to  iris 
Tfa£  -file  yci  £gi.  i"  beer:  cm  be  m  peace  r 
Y 1  ir  fit. :  1:  -  ton  "i:  if  n;’.'';  eyes. 
Memiox. 

C  r7  .Vi  ri.zzi 

MiSDiKt. 

Wferertre  mi  err  from  ne  ? 
Hive  I  r  relief.  c.*  are  712  mini  - 

Fmo  Lie  fig  iesre.  o’er-cimgi  witi  geLroce  fcrrrw. 
See  ife  Lie  -crfiig  upward  to  ii=  ey  e, 

Wii:::  Fii  issre  .  —  cm  tine  tens  £:«  it  vzia  ? 


Wry  ■sili  7:2  iiri'e  try  ifirets,  mi  tike 
r r.t:  it  crime,  :t  if  c c = po £  1  r  7 :  2.  — 
And  yet  I  cm':  forbear  Alas,  my  father ! 
Tilt  uu  excefee  Li ;  'fLiit  ts  it:  ice 
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To  that  great  name,,  which  life  or  death  can  pay  ? 
Mandane. 

Speak  on,  and  eafe  your  lab’ring  bread :  It  fwells 
And  links  again  ;  and  then  it  fwells  fo  high. 

It  looks  as  it  would  break.  I  know  ’tis  big 
With  fomething  you  would  utter.  Oft  in  vain] 

I  have  prefum’d  to  alk  your  mournful  dory  ; 

But  ever  have  been  anfwer’d  with  a  frown. 

Memnon. 

O  my  Mandane  /  did  my  tale  concern 
Myfelf  alone,  it  would  not  lie  conceal’d  ; 

But  ’tis  wrapt  up  in  guilt,  in  royal  guilt. 

And  therefore  ’tis  unfafe  to  touch  upon  it : 

To  tell  my  tale,  is  to  blow  off  the  alhes 
From  fleeping  embers,  which  will  rife  in  flames 
At  the  lealt  breath,  and  fpread  deilru&ion  round. 
But  thou  art  faithful,  and  my  other  felf> 

And,  O  !  my  heart  this  moment  is  fo  full. 

It  burfts  with  its  complaints  ;  and  I  mud  fpeak. 

Myris ,  the  prefent  queen,  was  only  filler 
Of  great  Art  axes,  our  late  royal  lord  : 

Bujiris,  who  now  reigns,  was  firft  of  males 
In  lineal  blood,  to  which  this  crown  defcends. 

Not  with  long  circumftance  to  load  my  ftory. 
Ambitious  Myris  fir’d  his  daring  foul. 

And  turn’d  his  fword  againft  her  brother’s  life  : 
Then  mounting  to  the  tyrant’s  bed  and  throne. 
Enjoy’d  her  lhame,  and  triumph’d  in  her  guilt. 
Mandane. 

So  black  a  dory  well  might  lhun  the  day. 

Memnon. 

fArtaxes’  friends  (a  virtuous  multitude) 


Were 


i4  B  U  S  I  R  I  S, 

Were  fwept  away  by  banifhment  or  death. 

In  throngs,  and  fated  the  devouring  grave. 

My  father  ! - Think,  Mandane,  on  your  owa, 

And  pardon  me  ! -  \Weeps, 

The  tyrant  took  me,  then  of  tender  years. 

And  rear’d  me  with  his  fon  (a  fon  fince  dead). 

He  vainly  hop’d,  by  ihews  of  guilty  kindnefs. 

To  wear  away  the  blacknefs  of  his  crime. 

And  reconcile  me  to  my  father’s  fate  ; 

Hence  have  I  long  been  forc’d  to  ftay  my  vengeance, 
To  fmooth  my  brow  with  fmiles,  and  curb  my  tongue. 
While  the  big  woe  lies  throbbing  at  my  heart.— 

Enter  P  h  £  r  o  n  at  a  dijiance. 

Pheron.  [J/ide.] 

So  clofe !  fo  loving ! — Here  I  Hand  unfeen, 

And  watch  my  rival’s  fate. 

MemnOn. 

But  thou,  my  fair  j 

Thou  art  my  peace  in  tumult,  life  in  death ; 

Thou  yet  canft  make  me  blefs’d. 

Mandane. 

As  how,  my  lord  ? 

Memnon. 

Ah !  why  wilt  thou  infult  me  ? 

Mandane. 

Memnon  — — » 

Memnon. 

Mandane. 

Nature  forbids  j  and  when  I  would  begin, 
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She  flifles  all  my  fpirits,  and  I  faint : 

My  heart  is  breaking,  but  I  cannot  fpeak. 

O  let  me  fly.  — — 

Memnon. 

You  pierce  me  to  the  foul.  [Holding  her . 
Mandane. 

O !  fpare  me  for  a  moment,  till  my  heart 
Regains  its  wonted  force,  and  I  will  fpeak  — - 
Pheron,  you  know,  is  daily  urgent  with  me, 

Ereaks  through  reftraints,  and  will  not  be  refufed. 

[Pheron  jhevjs  a  great  concern . 
Yet  more  :  The  prince,  the  young  impetuous  prince. 
Before  his  father  fent  him  forth  to  war. 

And  gave  the  Mecle  to  his  deftru&ive  fword. 

Has  often  taught  his  tongue  a  filken  tale, 

Defcended  from  himfelf,  and  talk’d  of  love. 

Since  laft  I  faw  thee,  his  licentious  paflion 
Has  haunted  all  my  dreams  —  —  ■ 

This  day  the  court  Ihines  forth  in  all  its  luftre, 

To  welcome  her  returning  warrior  home  ; 

Alas,  the  malice  of  our  ftars ! 

Memnon. 

To  place  it 

Beyond  the  power  of  fate  to  part  our  loves ; 

Be  this  our  bridal  night,  my  life  !— -my  foul !  [ Embrace • 

Pheron. 

Perdition  feize  them  both  !  and  have  I  lov’d 
So  long,  to  catch  her  in  another’s  arms ! 

Another’s  arms  for  ever  !  O  the  pang  ! 

Heart-piercing  fight  ' — but  rage  fliall  take  its  turn— 

It  lhall  be  fo— and  let  the  crime  be  his 
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Who  drives  me  to  the  black  extremity  ; 

I  fear  no  farther  hell  than  that  I  feel.  [Exit. 

Mem  non. 

Trembling  I  grafp  thee,  and  my  anxious  heart- 
Is  Rill  in  doubt  if  I  may  call  thee  mine,. 

O  blifs  too  great !  O  painful  ecftafy  ! 

I  know  not  what  to  utter. 

Mandane.. 

Ah,  my  lord  1 

What  means  this  damp  that  comes  athwart  my  joy,, 

Chaftiflng  thus  the  lightnefs  of  my  heart  f - 

I  have  a  father,  and  a  father  too. 

Tender  as  nature  ever  fram’d.  His  will 
Should  be  confulted.  Should  I  touch  his  peace,, 

I  fhould  be  wretched  in  my  Memnon' s  arms. 

Memnon, 

Talk  not  of  wretchednefs. 

Mandane. 

Alas !  this  day 

Firft  gave  me  birth,  and  (which  is  flrange  to  tell) 
The  fates  e’er  fince,  as  watching  its  return. 

Have  caught  it  as  it  flew,  and  mark’d  it  deep 
With  fomething  great ;  extremes  of  good  or  ill; 
Memnon. 

Why  fhould  we  bode  misfortune  to  our  loves  i 
No ;  I  receive  thee  from  the  gods,  in  lieu 
Of  all  that  happinefs  they  ravifh’d  from  me  ; . 

Fame,  freedom,  father,  all  return  in  thee^ 

Had  not  the  gods  Mandane  to  bellow. 

They  never  would  have  pour’d  fuch  vengeance  on  me; 
They  meant  me  thee,  and  could  not  be  fevere. 
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Soon  as  night’s  favourable  {hades  defcend. 

The  holy  pried  lhall  join  our  hands  for  ever. 

And  life  lhall  prove  but  one  long  bridal-day. 

Till  then,  in  fcenes  of  pleafure  lofe  thy  grief, 

Or  drike  the  lute,  or  fmile  among  the  flowers. 

They’ll  fweeter  fmell,  and  fairer  bloom  for  thee.— 
Alas  1  I’m  torn  from  this  dear  tender  fide. 

By  weighty  reafons,  and  important  calls  ; 

Nay,  e’en  by  love  itfelf— I  quit  thee  now, 

But  to  deferve  thee  more.  [They  embrace, 

Mandane. 

Your  friends  are  here.  [ Exit  Mand. 

Memnon. 

Excellent  creature  !  how  my  foul  pants  for  thee  l 
But  other  paflions  now  begin  their  claim ; 

Doubt,  and  difdain,  and  forrow,  and  revenge. 

With  mingling  tumult,  tear  up  all  my  bread  ^ 

O  how  unlike  the  foftnefles  of  love  1 
Enter  Syphoces* 

Syfhoces. 

Hail,  worthy  Memnon. 

Memnon. 

Welcome,  my  Syphoces. 

And  much  I  hope  thou  bring’d  a  bleeding  heart  j 
A  heart  that  bleeds  for  others  miferies. 

Bravely  regardlefs  of  its  own,  though  great ; 

That  fird  of  chara&ers. 

Syphoces. 

And  there’s  a  fecond. 
Not  far  behind ;  To  refcue  the  didrefs’d. 

Ox  die. 
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Mem  non. 

Yes,  die;  and  vifit  thofe  brave  men. 

Who,  from  the  firfb  of  time,  have  bath’d  their  hands 
In  tyrants’  blood,  and  grafp’d  their  honeft  fwords 
As  part  of  their  own  being,  when  the  caufe. 

The  public  caufe,  demanded.  O  my  friend  ! 

How  long  fhall  Egypt  groan  in  chains  ?  How  long 
Shall  her  fons  fall  in  heaps  without  a  foe  ? 

No  war,  plague,  famine,  nothing  but  Bujiris , 

His  people’s  father  I  and  the  ftate’s  defence  ! 

Yet  but  a  remnant  of  the  land  furvives. 

Syphoces. 

What  havock  have  I  feen  ?  Have  we  not  known 
A  multitude  become  a  morning’s  prey. 

When  troubled  reft,  or  a  debauch,  has  four’d 
The  monfter’s  temper  ?  Then  ’tis  inftant  death  ; 
Then  fall  the  brave  and  good?  like  ripen’d  corn 
Before  cne  i  weeping  fey  the  ;  not  the  poor  mercy 
To  ftarve,  and  pine  at  leifure  in  their  chains. — — • 
But  what  frelh  hope,  that  we  receive  your  fummons 
To  meet  you  here  this  morning  ? 

Memnon. 

Know,  SyphoceSf 

5Twas  on  this  day  my  warlike  father’s  blood, 

So  often  lavilh’d  in  his  country’s  caufe, 

And  greatly  fold  for  conqueft  and  renown  ; 

’Twas  on  this  execrable  day  it  flow’d 
On  his  own  pavement,  in  a  peaceful  hour. 

Smok’d  in  the  dull,  and  wafh’d  a  ruftian’s  feet. 
This  guilty  day  returning,  roufes  all 
My  fmother’d  rage,  and  blows  it  to  a  flame. 
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Where  are  our  friends  ? 

Syphoces. 

At  hand.  RameJ'es , 

Laft  night,  when  gentle  reft  o’er  nature  Ipread 
Her  ftill  command,  and  care  alone  was  waking. 

Like  a  dumb,  lonely,  difcontented,  ghoft. 

Enter’d  my  chamber,  and  approach’d  my  bed  : 

With  burfts  of  paffion,  and  a  peal  of  groans. 

He  recollefls  his  godlike  brother’s  fate. 

The  drunken  banquet,  and  the  midnight  murder. 
And  urges  vengeance  on  the  guilty  prince. 

Such  was  the  fellnefs  of  his  boiling  rage, 

Methought  the  night  grew  darker  as  he  frown’d. 
Memnon. 

I  know  he  bears  the  prince  moll  deadly  hate ; 

Bat  this  will  enter  deeper  in  his  foul ;  [Shews a  letter • 
And  roufe  up  paflions,  which  till  now  have  flept : 
Murder  will  loci'  like  innocence  to  this. 

Syphoces. 

How,  Memnon.?  ' 

Memnon. 

This  reminds  me  of  thy  fate ; 

The  queen  has  courted  thee  with  proffer’d  realms. 
And  fought  by  threats  to  bend  thee  to  her  will} 

She  languilh.es,  ftie  burns,  Ihe  waftes  away 
In  fruitlefs  hopes,  and  dies  upon  thy  name. 

Syphoces. 

O  fatal  love  !  which,  Hung  by  jealoufy, 

Expell’d  a  life  far  dearer  than  my  own. 

By  curfed  poifon — -Ah  divine  Jpame  ! 

And  could  the  murd’refs  hope  Hie  Ihould  inherit 
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This  heart,  and  fill  thy  place  within  thefe  arms  ?' — ► 
But  grief  fhall  yield — Revenge,  I’m  wholly  thine! 

Mektnon. 

The  tyrant  too  is  wanton  in  his  age, 

He  Ihews  that  all  his  thoughts  are  not  in  blood  ; 

Love  claims  its  fhare  ;  he  envies  poor  Ramejes 
The  foftnefs  of  his  bed  ;  and  thinks  Amelia 
A  millrefy  worthy  of  a  monarch’s  arms. 

Syphoces. 

But  fee,  Rame/es  comes  ;  a  fullen  gloom 

Scowls  on  his  brow,  and  marks  him  through  the  dufS- 

Enter.  Rameses,  Pheron,  and  other  confpirators . 
Memnon, 

To  what,  my  friend,  fhall  Memnon  bid  you  welcome  1‘ 
To  tombs,  and  melancholy,  fcenes  of  death  £ 

I  have  no  coltly  banquets,  fuch  as  fpread. 

Prince  Myron’s  table,  when  your  brother  fell. 

[T j  Ramefes. 

I  have  no  gilded  roo£  no  gay  apartment, 

Svfch  as  the  queen  prepar’d  for  thee,  Syphoces v 
Yet  be, not  difcontent,  my  valiant  friends, 

Bujiris  reigns,  and  ’tis  not  out  of  feafon 
To  look  on  aught  may  mind  us  of  our  fate : 

His  fword  is  ever  drawn,  and  furious  Myris 
Thinks  the  day  loft  that  is  not  mark’d  with  blood- 
Rameses. 

And  have  we  felt  a  tyrant  twenty  years. 

Felt  him  as  the  raw  wound  the  burning  fteel ; 

And  are  we  murmuring  out  our  midnight  curfes. 
Drying  our  tears  in  comers,  and  complaining  ? 
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Our  hands  are  forfeited — Gods !  flrike  them  oiF. 

No  hands  we  need  to  fallen  oar  own  chains. 

Our  mailers  will  do  that ;  and  we  want  fouls 
To  raife  them  to  an  ufe  more  worthy  men. 

Memnon. 

Ruffles  your  temper  at  offences  pall  1 
Here  then,  to  Ring  thee  into  madnefs. 

[Gives  the  Letter .  Ramefes  reads.] 
Rameses. 

Oh! 


Syphoces. 

See  how  the  Itruggling  paflions  lhake  his  frame  ! 
Rameses. 

My  bofom  joy,  that  crowns  my  happy  bed 
With  tender  pledges  of  our  mutual  love. 

Far  dearer  than  -my  foul !  and  fhall  my  wife. 

The  mother  of  my  little  innocents. 

Be  taken  from  us  !  Torn  from  me,  from  mine, 

Who  live  but  on  her  fight !  And  lhall_I  hear , 

Her  cries  for  fuccour,  and  not  rulh  upon  him  ? 

My  infant  hanging  at  the  neck  upbraids  me. 

And  ftruggles  with  his  little  arms  to  fave  her.-— 

Thefe  veins  have  Hill  fome  gen’rous  blood  in  (lore. 
The  dregs  of  thofe  rich  ftreams  his  wars  have  drain’d; 
I’ll  giv’t  in  dowry  with  her. 

Pheron. 


Well  refolv’d: 

A  tardy  vengeance  fliares  the  tyrant’s  guilt. 
Rameses. 

Let  me  embrace  thee,  Pheron ;  thou  art  brave, 
And  doft  difdain  the  coldnel's  of  delay. 
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Curfe  on  the  man  that  calls  Ramefes  friend. 

And  keeps  his  temper  at  a  tale  like  this ; 

When  rage  and  rancour  are  the  proper  virtues, 

And  lofs  of  reafon  is  the  mark  of  men. 

Memnon. 

Thus  I’ve  determin’d:  When  the  midnight  hour 
Lulls  this  proud  city,  and  her  monarch  dreams 
Of  humbler  foes,  or  his  new  miltrefs’  love, 

Then  we  will  rulh  at  once,  let  loofe  the  terrors 
Of  rage  pent  in,  and  ftruggling  twenty  years 
To  find  a  vent,  and  at  one  dreadful  blow 
Begin  and  end  the  war. 

A  more  aufpicious  juncture  could  not  happen. 

The  Perjian,  who  for  years  has  join’d  our  counfels, 
Stirr’d  up  the  love  of  freedom,  andTn  private 
Long  nurs’d  that  glorious  appetite  with  gold. 

This  morn  with  tranfport  fnatch’d  the  wifh’d  occafion 
Of  throwing  his  refentment  wide,  and  now 
He  frowns  in  arms,  and  gives  th’  event  to  fate. 

R  AMESES. 

This  hand  (hall  drag  the  tyrant  from  the  throne. 

And  flab  the  royal  viftim  on  this  altar. 

\P  writing  to  the  tomb. 

Memnon. 

O  juftly  thought !  Friends,  caft  your  eyes  around ; 

Ail  that  molt  awful  is,  or  great  in  nature, 

This  folemn  fcene  prefents ;  the  gods  are  here. 

And  here  our  fam’d  forefathers’  facred  tombs ; 

Who  never  brook’d  a  tyrant  in  this  land. 

Let  us  not  afl  beneath  the  grand  afiembly  ! 

The  flighted  altars  tremble,  and  thefe  tombs 

4 


Send 


23 


King  of  Egypt. 


Send  forth  a  peal  of  groans  to  urge  us  on. 

Come  then,  furround  my  father’s  monument. 

And  call  his  lhade  to  witnefs  to  your  vows. 

Rameses. 

Nor  his  alone.  O  all  ye  mighty  dead  ! 

IUuftrious  fhades  !  who  nightly  Italic  around 
The  tyrant’s  couch,  and  fhake  his  guilty  foul ; 

Whether  already  you  converfe  with  gods. 

Or  Itray  below  in  melancholy  glooms, 

From  earth,  from  air,  from  heav’n,  and  even  hell. 
Come,  I  conjure  you,  by  the  pris’ner’s  chain, 

The  widow’s  fighing,  and  the  orphan’s  tears. 

The  virgin’s  fhrieks,  the  hero’s  fpouting  veins. 

By  gods  blafphem’d,  and  free-born  men  enflav’d. 
Memnon. 

Hear,  Jove,  and  you  moft  injur’d  heroes,  hear. 

While  we  o’er  this  thrice-hallow’d  monument 
Thus  join  our  hands,  and,  kneeling  to  the  gods. 

Fall  bind  our  fouls  to  great  revenge  ! 

All. 

We  fwear - - 


Memnon. 

This  night  the  tyrant  and  his  minions  bleed. 

Pheron.  [AJtde.] 

So,  now  my  foe  is  taken  in  the  toil. 

And  I’ve  a  fecond  call  for  this  proud  maid— — 
It  is  an  oath  well  fpent,  a  perjury 
Of  good  account  in  vengeance,  and  in  love. 

Memnon. 

We  wrong  the  mighty  dead,  if  we  permit 
Our  eyes  alone  to  count  this  grand  afiembly : 


A  thou- 
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A  thoufand  unfeen  heroes  walk  among  us ; 

My  father  rlfes  from  his  tomb ;  his  wounds 
Bleed  all  afrelh,  and  confecrate  the  day : 

He  waves  his  arm,  and  chides  our  tardy  vengeance: 
More  than  this  world  lhall  thank  us.  O  my  friends  ! 
Such  our  condition,  we  have  nought  to  lofe ; 

And  great  may  be  our  gain,  if  this  be  great. 

To  crulh  a  Tyrant,  and  preferve  a  State ; 

To  dill  the  clamours  of  our  father’s  blood. 

To  fix  the  balls  of  the  Public  good, 

To  leave  a  fame  eternal ;  then  to  foar, 

Mix  with  the  gods,  and  bid  the  world  adore. 


A  C  T  II.  SCENE  I. 

SCENE,  The  Palace. 

A  magnificent  throne  dif covered,  and  feveral  courtiers 
walking  to  and  fro. 

Enter  Syphoces  and  Rameses.  Shouts  at  a  dfiance. 
Rameses. 

tT7  HAT  means  this  dull  and  tumult  in  the  court, 
^  *  Thefe  dreamers  fooling  in  the  wind,  thefe  (houts. 
The  tyrant  blazing  in  full  infolence, 

And  all  his  gaudy  courtiers  balking  round  him. 

Like  pois’nous  vermin  in  a  dog-day  fun  ? 

Syphoces. 

Your  father  and  prince  Myron  are  arriv’d. 
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And  with  one  peal  of  joy  the  nation  rings. 

Rameses. 

Long  has  my  father  ferv’d  this  tyrant  king, 

With  zeal  well  worthy  of  a  better  caufe. 

Though  with  his  helm  he  hides  a  hoary  brow. 

Long  vers’d  in  death,  the  father  of  the  field, 

At  the  fhrill  trumpet  he  throws  off  the  weight 
Of  fourfcore  years,  and  fprings  upon  the  foe. 

The  tranfport  danger  gives  him,  conquers  nature, 
And  a  fhort  youth  boils  up  within  his  veins. 

Syphoces. 

Behold  this  way  they  pafs  to  meet  the  king. 

Myron  and  Nicanor  pafs  the  ft  age  with  attendants . 
Rameses.  \_Locking  on  Myron. J 
What  pity  ’tis  that  one  l'o  loif  in  gu.it. 

Should  thus  engage  the  light  with  manly  charms. 
And  make  vice  lovely  1 

Syphoces. 

Pardon  me,  Ramefcs  : 
Though  to  my  foe,  I  mull:  be  ever  juft. 

He’s  gen’rous,  grateful,  affable,  and  brave  : 

But  then  he  knows  no  limit  to  his  paflion ; 

The  tempeft-beaten  bark  is  notfo  tols’d 
As  is  his  reafon,  when  thofe  winds  arife  ; 

And  though  he  draws  a  fa'  al  f.vord  in  battle. 

And  kindles  in  the  warm  purf.  it  of  fame, 

Pleafure  fubdues  him  quite;  the  fparkling  eve. 

And  gen’rous  bowl,  bear  down  his  graver  mind. 
While  fiery  fpirits  dance  along  his  veins. 

And  keep  a  conftant  revel  in  his  heart.- 
Vol.  II.  C 
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Rameses. 

But  here  the  tyrant  comes  ! — With  what  excefs 
Of  idle  pride  will  he  receive  his  fon  ! 

How  with  big  words  will  he  fwell  out  this  conquelt. 
And  into  grandeur  puff  his  little  tales  ! 

Enter  King,  and  afccnds  the  throne  ;  on  the  other  Jlcte, 
Enter  My  ron  and  Nicanor. 

King. 

Welcome,  my  fon  ;  great  partner  of  my  fame  ; 

I  thank  thee  for  th’  encreafe  of  my  dominions. 

That  now  more  mountains  rife,  more  rivers  flow, 
And  more  liars  Urine  in  my  Hill  growing  empire. 

The  fun  himfelf  furveys  it  not  at  once, 

But  travels  for  the  view,  whillt  far  disjoin’d 
My  fubjedts  live  unheard-of  by  each  other  ; 

Thefe  wrapt  in  fhades,  whilft  thofe  enjoy  the  light  ; 
Their  day  is  various,  but  their  king  the  fame. 

Myron. 

Here,  Sir,  your  thanks  are  due  ;  to  this  old  arm, 
Whofe  nerve  not  threefcore  winter  camps  unbend. 
You  owe  your  vidtory,  and  I  my  life. 

"When  my  fierce  courfer,  with  a  javffin  Hung, 

Firft  rear’d  in  air,  then  tearing  with  a  bound 
The  trembling  earth,  plung’d  deep  amid.lt  the  foe; 
And  now  a  thoufand  deaths  from  ev’ry  fide, 

Had  but  one  mark,  and  on  my  buckler  rung  ; 
Through  the  throng’d  legions,  like  a  tempelt,  rulh’d 
This  friend,  o’er  galpjng  heroes,  rolling  fteeds, 

And  fnatch’d  me  from  my  fate. 

Busiris. 

I  thank  thee,  general ; 

Thou 
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Thou  haft  a  heart  that  dwells  with  loyalty, 

And  throws  off  the  infe&ion  of  thefe  times  j 

But  thy  degenerate  boy - 

Nicanor. 

No  more  my  fon  ; 

I  cut  him  off ;  my  guilt,  my  puniftiment. 

Look  not,  dread  Sir,  on  me,  through  his  offence ; 

O  let  not  that  difcolour  all  my  fervice. 

And  ruin  thofe  who  blame  him  for  his  crimes, 
Busiris. 

Old  man,  I  will  not  wear  the  crown  in  vain  ; 

Subjetts  lhall  work  my  will,  or  feel  my  pow’r  j 
‘Their  difobedience  lhall  not  be  my  guilt. 

Who  is  their  welfare,  glory,  and  defence? 

The  land  that  yields  them  food,  and  ev’ry  ftream 
That  Hakes  their  third,  the  air  they  breathe,  is  mine. 
And  is  concurrence  to  their  own  enjoyment 
By  due  fubmiffion,  a  too  great  return  ? 

Death  and  deftruftion  are  within  my  call--—— 

But  thou  (halt  flourilh  in  thy  mailer’s  fmile, 

A  faithful  minifter  adorns  my  crown. 

And  throws  a  brighter  glory  round  my  brow, 
Nicanor. 

Take  but  one  more,  onefmall  one,  to  your  favour. 
And  then  my  foul’s  at  peace — I  have  a  daughter. 

An  only  daughter,  now  an  only  child, 

Sinceher  loft  brother’s  folly;  fhe  deferves 
The  moft  a  father  can  for  fo  much  goodnefs : 

Her  mother’s  dead,  and  we  are  left  alone ; 

We  two  are  the  whole  houfe  ;  nor  are  we  two  ; 

In  her  I  live,  the  comfort  of  my  age  ; 

C  z 


And 


28  B  U  S  r  R  I  s, 

And  if  the  king  extend  his  grace  fo  far, 

And  take  that  tender  bloffom  into  Ihelter, ' 

Then  I  have  all  my  monarch  can  bellow, 

Or  heav’n  itfelf ;  but  this,  that  I  may  wear 
My  life’s  poor  remnant  out  in  your  command  ; 
Stretch  forth  my  being  to  the  laft  in  duty, 

And,  when  the  fates  lhall  fummon,  die  for  you. 
Busiris. 

Nicanor,  know,  thy  daughter  is  our  care. 

Myron. 

O,  Sir,  be  greatly  kind,  exert  your  pow’r, 

And  with  the  monarch  furnilh  out  the  friend  ! - * 

Art  thou  not  he,  that  gallant-minded  chief,  [To  Nic. 
"Who  would  not  Hoop  to  give  me  lefs  than  life  ? 

And  lhall  I  prove  ungrateful  ?  Shocking  thought ! 

He  that’s  ungrateful,  has  no  guilt  but  one  ; 

All  other  crimes  may  pafs  for  virtues  in  him. 

Nicanor. 

What  joy  my  daughter’s  promis’d  welfare  gives  me. 

My  lips  I  ne>  d  r.otopen  to  difeover - 

Thus  humbly  let  me  thank  you. 

Busiris. 

Dry  thy  tears. 

And  follow  us;  thy  daughter’s  near  our  queen. 

And  longs,  no  doubt,  to  fee  thee  :  Blefs  the  maid. 

And  then  attend  us  on  affairs  of  flate, - 

I  hear,  there’s  treafon  near  us :  Though  the  Haves 
Fall  off  from  their  obedience,  and  deny 
That  I’m  their  monarch,  I’m  Bufiris  Hill : 

Collected  in  myfelf,  I’ll  Hand  alone. 

And  hurl  my  thunder,  though  1  Ihake  my  throne  : 
i  Like 
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Like  death,  a  folitary  king  I’ll  reign 
O’er  iilent  iubjects,  and  a  defart  plain  ; 

Ere  brook  their  pride,  I'll  lpread  a  gen’ral  doom, 
And  ev’ry  ftep  Ihall  be  from  tomb  to  tomb.  [Exit. 

[Myr.  and  Aul  who  talk' d  ajide ,  advance. 
Myron. 

Her  abfent  beauties  glow’d  upon  my  mind, 

And  fparkled  in  each  thought.  She  never  left  me — > 
Wou’dft  thou  believe  it  ?  In  the  field  of  battle, 

In  the  mid  terror,  and  the  flame  of  fight. 

Mandane ,  thou  haft  ftol’n  away  my  foul, 

And  left  my  fame  in  danger. — My  rais’d  arm 
Has  hung  in  air,  forgetful  to  defcend, 

And,  for  a  moment,  fpar’d  the  proftrate  foe  — 

O  that  her  birth  rofe  equal  to  my  own  ! 

Then  I  might  wed  with  honour,  and  enjoy 

A  lawful  blifs - And  wdiy  not  now  ?  Methinks 

Abfence  has  plac’d  her  in  a  fairer  light, 

Enrich’d  the  maid,  and  heighten’d  ev’ry  charm. 

Auletes. 

She  comes  ! 

Myron. 

That  modeft  grace  fubdu’d  my  foul : 
That  chaftity  of  look,  which  feem  to  hang 
A  veil  of  pureft  light  o’er  all  her  beauties. 

And  by  forbidding,  moll  inflames,  defire. 

[Enter  Mandane- 

What  tender  force  !  what  dignity  divine  ! 

What  virtue  confecrating  ev  ry  feature  ! 

Around  that  neck,  what  drofs  are  gold  and  pearl! 
Mandane  !  pow’rful  being,  whofe  firll  fight 
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Gives  me  a  tranfport  not  to  be  exprefs’d  ; 

And  with  one  moment  over-pays  a  year 
Of  danger,  toil,  and  death,  and  abfence  from  thee, 
Makdane. 

My  lord,  I  fought  my  father. 

Mv  ron. 

Leave  me  not ; 

I’ve  much  to  fay  ;  much  more  than  you  conceive  ; 
Yes,  by  the  gods,  much  more  than  I  can  utter : 

My  breath  is  fnatch’d;  I  tremble  ,  I  expire  [Jfide. 
Nay,  here  I’ll  offer  tender  violence — [Takes  her  hand. 
May  I  not  breathe  my  foul  upon  this  hand  ? 

When  your  eyes  triumph,  and  infult  my  pain. 

Permit  me  here  to  take  a  fmall  revenge. 

Mandane. 

My  lord,  I  am  not  confcious  of  my  fault. 

Myron. 

’Tis  falfe — I  know  the  language  of  thofe  eyes  ; 

They  ufeme  ill — See  my  heart  beat,  Mandane', 

Believe  not  me,  but  tell  yourfelf  mypaffion — 

Is  it  in  art  to  counterfeit  within  ? 

Todrive  the  fpirits,  and  inflame  the  blood  ? 

Each  nerve  is  pierc’d  with  light’ning  from  your  eye. 
And  every  pulfe  is  in  the  throbs  of  love. 

Mandane. 

My  lord,  my  duty  calls  ;  I  mull  not  flay. 

Myron. 

Give  me  a  moment :  I  have  that  to  fpeak 
Will  burft  me,  if  fupprefl — O  heavenly  maid  ! 

'1  hy  charms  are  doubled, — fo  is  thy  difdain— 

Who  is  it  ;  tell  me,  who  enjoys  thy  fmile  ? 


There 
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There  is  a  happy  man,  I  fwear  there  is ; 

I  know  it  by  your  coldnefs  to  your  friend - 

That  thought  has  fix’d  a  fcorpion  on  my  heart. 

That  flings  to  death - And  is  it  pofiible 

You  ever  fpoke  of  Myron  in  his  abfence, 

Or  caft  at  ieifure  a  light  thought  that  way  ? 

Mandane. 

I  thought  of  you,  my  lord,  and  of  my  father. 

And  pray’d  for  your  fuccefs ;  nor  mufl  I  now 
Negleft  to  give  him  joy. 

Myron. 

Yet  flay  ;  you  fhall  not  go - Ungrateful  woman! 

I  would  not  wrong  your  father  ;  but,  by  heav’n. 

His  love  is  hatred,  if  compar’d  with  mine. 

I  underftand  whence  this  unkindnefs  flows  j 
Your  heart  refents  fome  licence  of  my  youth. 

When  love  had  touch’d  my  brain.  You  may  forgive  me 
Becaufe  I  never  fhall  forgive  mvfelf ; 

But  that  you  live.  I’d  rufh  upon  my  fword. 

If  you  forgive  me,  I  fhall  now  approach. 

Not  as  a  lover  only,  but  a  wretch 

Redeem’d  from  bafenefs  to  the  ways  of  honour, 

And  to  my  paflion  join  my  gratitude  : 

Each  time  I  kneel  before  you,  I  fhall  rife. 

As  well  a  better,  as  a  happier,  man, 

Indebted  to  your  virtue,  and  your  love. 

Mandane. 

I  mufl  not  hear  you. 

Myron. 

O  torment  me  not ! 

Hear  me  you  mufl,  and  more — Your  father’s  valour, 
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In  the  late  battle,  refcu’d  me  from  death  : 

And  how  /hall  I  be  graceful !  Thou’rt  a  princefs;— 
Think  net,  Mundane,  this  a  fudden  Hart; 

A  riafh  of  love,  tha;  kindles  and  expires  : 

Long  have  I  weigh’d  it ;  fince  I  parted  hence. 

No  night  has  pafs’d  but  this  has  broke  my  reft. 

And  mix’d  with  ev’ry  dream.  My  fair,  I  wed  thee 
In  the  matured  counfel  of  my  foul. 

Man  dane»  [Jjide.] 

O  gods !  I  tremble  at  the  rifmg  ftorm  j 
Where  can  this  end? 

Myron. 

And  do  you  then  defpife  me } 

Mandane. 

My  lord,  I  want  the  courage  to  accept 
What  far  tranfeends  my  merit,  and  for  ever 
Mail  filently  upbraid  my  little  worth. 

Myron. 

Have  I  forfook  myfelf,  forgone  my  temper 
Headlong  to  all  the  gay  delights  of  youth, 

And  fall’n  in  love  with  virtue  moft  fevere  ; 

Turn’d  fuperftitious,  to  make  thee  my  friend  ? 

Gods  !  have  Illruggled  through  the  pow’rful  reafons 
That  ftrongly  combated  my  fond  refolves  ? 

Was  wealth  o’erlook’d,  and  glory  of  no  weight; 

My  parent’s  crown  forgot,  and  my  own  conquefts ; 

And  11  to  be  refus’d  to  footh  your  pride. 

Ana  make  my  rival  fport? 

Mandane.  [/Cnee/s.] 

With  patience  hear  me— 
Nor  let  my  truft  in  Myron  prove  my  ruin. 


Myron. 
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Myron. 

Diftra&ion  !  Art  thou  marry’d  ? 

Mandane. 

Oh! 

Myron. 

My  heart  foretold  it. — Ah  my  foul !  Auletes.  {Swoons. 
Auletes. 

Madam,  ’tis  prudent  in  you  to  withdraw — [ Exit  Mand. 
Myron. 

I  do  not  live — I  cannot  bear  the  light ! 

Where  is  Mandane  ?  But  I  would  not  know. 

She  is  not  mine. — Yet,  though  not  mine  in  love, 
Revenge,  my  juft  revenge,  may  overtake  her. 

O  how  I  hate  her !  Let  me  know  her  faults; 

Did  the  proud  maid  infult  me  in  diftrefs, 

And  fmile  to  fee  me  gafping  ?  Speak,  Auletes. 

Did  Ihe  not  ugh  ?  Sure  (he  might  pity  me, 

Though  all  her  love  is  now  another’s  right. 

Auletes. 

She  figh’d,  and  wept ;  but  I  remov’d  her  from  you. 
Myron. 

It  was  well  done — Yet  I  could  gaze  for  ever. 

And  did  (lie  figh  ?  And  did  ftie  drop  a  tear  ? 

The  tears  fhe  lhed  for  me  are  furely  mine ; 

And  lhall  another  dry  them  on  thofe  cheeks. 

And  maKe  them  an  excufe  for  greater  fondnefs  ? 

Shall  I  aflift  the  villain  in  his  joys  ? 

No  ;  I  will  tear  her  from  him - 

I’d  grudge  her  beauties  to  the  gods  that  gave  them. 
Auletes. 

My  lord,  have  temper. 

Myron. 

And  another’s  paftion 
C  5  '  Warm 


34  B'  U  S  I  R  I  S, 

Warm,  on  that  lip  !  another’s  burning  arms 
Strain’d  round  the  lovely  waift  for  which  I  die. 
And  hie  confenting,  wooing,  growing  to  him  ! 
What  golden  fcenes,  when  abfent,  did  I  feign  ! 
What  lovely  pictures  did  I  draw  in  air  ! 

What  luxury  of  thought !  And  fee  my  fate  ! 
Shall  then  my  have  enjoy  her  ;  and  I  languifh 
In  my  triumphal  car,  my  foot  on  purple. 

And  o’er  my  head  a  canopy  of  gold. 

Fate  in  my  nod,  and  monarchs  in  my  train! 
What  if  I  ftab  him  ?  No — She  will  not  wed 
His  murderer — I  never  form’d  a  wilh, 

But  full  fruition  taught  me  to  forget  it. 

And  am  I  leflen’d  by  my  late  fuccefs  ? 

And  have  I  loft  my  conqueft  ?  Fly,  Auletes3 
And  tell  her — — ■ 

Auletes. 

What,  my  lord  ? 

Myron. 

No  bid  her— 


A  WI.ETES. 

Myron. 


Speak  ! 


I  know  not  what- — My  heart  is  torn  afunder. 

Auletes. 

Retire,  my  lord,  and  recompofe  yourfelf : 

The  queen  approaches — Ha  !  her  bofom  fwells  ; 

[Exit  Myron. 

Her  pale  lip  trembles ;  a  diforder'd  hafte 
Is  in  her  fteps ;  her  eyes  fhoot  gloomy  fires—— 
When  Myris  is  in  anger,  happy  they 
She  calls  her  friends. 
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King  of  Egypt. 

Enter  Queen. 

Queen. 

Auletes ,  where’s  the  king  ? 
Auletes. 

At  council,  madam. 

Queen. 

Let  him  know  I  want  him.  [ Exit  Aul. 

Bafe  !  to  forget  to  whom  he  owes  a  crown  ! 

Fool !  to  provoke  her  rage,  whofe  hand  is  red 
In  her  own  brother’s  blood  ! 

Enter  King  and  Pheron. 

King. 

Horrid  confpiracy ! 

Pheron. 

This  night  was  deftin’d  for  the  bloody  deed. 

Ki  KG. 

Miftaken  villains !  if  they  wifh  my  death, 

They  fhould  in  prudence  lay  their  weapons  by: 

So  jealous  are  the  gods  of  Egypt's  glory, 

I  cannot  die  whilft  Haves  are  arm’d  again/!  me. 

Hade,  Pheron,  to  the  dungeon;  plunge  them  down 
Far  from  the  hopes  of  day  ;  there  let  them  lie 
Banifh’d  this  world  while  yet  alive,  and  groan 
In  darknefs,  and  in  horror — Let  double  chains 
Confume  the  flelh  of  Memnon's  leaded  limbs, 

’Till  death  lhall  knock  them  off — A  king’s  thy  friend  ; 

Nay,  more;  Bujiris. - Go;  let  that  fuffice — 

[Exit  Pher. 

Queen. 

My  lord,  vour  thought’s  engag’d, 

CO 


King. 


36 


B  U  S  I  R  I  s, 


Ki 


NG. 


Detain’d  me  ^ from  my  queen. 

Queen. 


Affairs  offtate 


I’ve  a  requeft,  my  lord. 


The  world  may  wait : 


King- 

Oblige  me  with  it. 
Queen. 

Will  you  comply  ? 


King. 

My  queen,  my  pow’r  is  yours. 
Queen. 


Your  queen  ? 


King. 

My  queen. 

Queen. 

Indeed,  it  fhotild  be  fo— » 

Then  fign  thefe  orders  for  Amelias  death. - — — 

He  darts,  turns  pale,  he’s  finking  into  earth.—— 
Enough  ;  be  gone,  and  fling  thee  at  her  feet ; 

Doat  on  my  Have,  and  fue  to  her  for  mercy. 

Go  ;  pour  forth  all  the  folly  of  thy  foul ; 

But  bear  in  mind,  thou  giv’ft  not  of  thy  own  : 

Thou  giv’fl:  that  kindnefs,  which  I  bought  with  blood. 
Nor  ihall  I  lofe  unmov’d. 

King. 

I  wilh,  my  queen. 

This  fill  had  flept  a  fecret  for  thy  fake; 

But  fince  thy  reftlefs  jealoufy  of  foul 
Has  been  fo  ftudious  ot  its  own  difquiet, 

Support,  o  as  you  may — I  own  I’ve  felt 
Amelia  s  charms,  and  think  them  worth  my  love. 
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Queen. 

And  dar’ft  thou  bravely  own  it  too  ?  O  infult ! 
Forgetful  man  !  ’tis  I  then  owe  a  crown  ! 

Thou  hadft  ftill  grovell’d  in  the  lower  world. 

And  view’d  a  throne  at  diftance,  had  not  I 

Told  thee,  thou  waft  a  man,  and  (dreadful  thought!) 

Through  my  own  brother  cut  thy  way  to  empire  ; 

But  thou  might’ll:  well  forget  a- crown  bellow’d  $. 

That  gift  was  fmall ;  I  liilen’d  to  thy  fighs. 

And  rais’d  thee  to  my  bed. 

King. 

I  thank  you  for  it: 

The  gifts  you  made  me  were  not  call  away  : 

I  underftand  their  worth  :  Hulband  and  King 
Are  names  of  no  mean  import ;  they  rife  high 
Into  dominion,  and  are  big  with  pow’r— — 

Whate’er  I  was,  I  now  am  king  of  Egypt, 

And  Myris'  lord. 

Queen. 

I  dream  :  Art  thou  Bujiris  ? 
Bujiris,  that  has  trembled  at  my  feet  ? 

And  art  thou  now  my  Jove,  with  clouded  brow 
Difpenling  fate,  and  looking  down  on  Myris  P 
Doll  thou  derive  thy  fpirit  from  thy  crimes  ? 

’Caufethou  haft  wrong’d  me,  therefore  doll  thou  threaten. 
And  roll  thine  eye  in  anger  ?  Rather  bend. 

And  fue  for  pardon  ! — O  deteftable  1 
Burn  for  aftranger’s  bed  ! 

King. 

And  what  was  mine. 

When  Myris  hr  ft  vouchfaf  d  to  imile  on  me  ? 

Queen, 
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Queen. 

Diftradlion  !  death  !  upbraided  for  my  love  !— — — 
Thou  art  not  only  criminal,  but  bafe  : 

Mine  was  a  godlike  guilt :  Ambition  in  it ; 

Its  foot  in  hell,  its  head  above  the  clouds; 

For  know,  I  hated  when  I  moft  carefs’d  : 

’Twas  not  Bufiris ,  but  the  crown,  that  charm’d  me. 
And  fent  its  fparkling  glories  to  my  heart: 

But  thou  canft  foil  thy  diadem  with  Haves. 

King. 

Sjpboces  is  a  king  then. 

Queen. 

Ha  I 

Kl  NC. 

Let  fair  Amelia  know  the  king  attends  her.  [Exit, 

Queen. 

Go,  tyrant,  go,  and  wifely  oy  thy  lhame, 

Prepare  thy  way  to  ruin  ;  i’ll  o’ertake  thee, 

Living  or  dead  ;  if  dead,  my  ghoft  fball  rife. 

Shriek  in  thy  ears,  and  ftalk  before  thine  eyes : 

In  death,  I’ll  triumph  o’er  my  rival’s  charms. 

And  chill  thy  blood,  when  clafp’d  within  her  arms; 
Alone  to  fuffer  is  beneath  the  Great ; 

Tyrant,  thy  torment  lha.ll  fupport  my  State.  [Exit. 
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ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 


SCENE,  I'be  General's  Houfe. 

Enter  the  Ki  n  g. 

King. 

HERE  dwells  my  ftubborn  fair:  I’ll  footh  her  pride. 
And  lay  an  bumbled  monarch  at  her  feet : 

But  let  her  well  confider ;  if  Ihe’s  flow 
To  welcome  blifs,  and  dead  to  glory’s  charms. 

Then  my  refentment  rifes  in  proportion 
To  this  high  grace  extended  to  my  Have, 

And  turns  the  force  of  her  own  charms  againft  her: 
Monarchs  may  court,  but  cannot  be  deny’d. 

[Enter  the  Queen,  •veilea „ 
Amelia,  dry  thy  tears,  and  lay  aflde 

That  melancholy  veil. - Ha  !  Myris  ! 

Qu  EEN. 

Myris  ! 

A  name  that  fhould  like  thunder  ftrike  thine  ear. 

And  make  thee  tremble  in  this  guilty  place  : 

But  wherefore  dofl:  thou  think  I  meet  thee  here  ? 

Not  with  mean  fighs,  and  deprecating  tears. 

To  humble  me  before  thee,  and  increafe 
The  number  of  thy  flaves,  in  hope  to  break 
Thy  refolution,  and  avert  thy  crime ; 

But  to  denounce,  if  thou  flialt  dare  perfift, 

Tha 
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The  vengeance  due  to  injur’d  heav’n  and  me: 

And  by  this  warning  double  thy  offence: 

Think,  think  of  vengeance;  ’tis  the  only  joy 
Which  thou  haft  left  me  ;  I’m  no  mere  thy  wife. 

Nor  queen ;  but  know  I  am  a  woman  Hill. 

Enter  Auletes. 

Auletes. 

May  all  the  gods  watch  o’er  your  life  and  empire. 
And  render  omens  vain  !  So  fierce  the  ftorm, 

Old  Memphis  from  her  deep  foundations  fhakes. 

And  fuch  unheard-of  prodigies  hang  o’er  us. 

As  make  the  boldefl  tremble  :  See  the  moon 
Robb’d  of  her  light,  difcolour’d,  without  form, 
Appears  a  bloody  fign,  hung  out  by  Jove, 

To  fpeak  peace  broken  with  the  fons  of  men  ; 

The  Nile,  as  frighted,  fhrinks  within  its  banks; 

And  as  this  hour  I  pafs’d  great  IJis ’  temple, 

A  fudden  flood  of  light’ning  rufh’d  upon  it. 

And  laid  the  flirine  in  afhes. 

King. 

O  mighty  IJis  ! 

Why  all  thefe  figns  in  nature  ?  Why  this  tumult 

To  tell  me  I  am  guilty  ?  If  my  crown 

The  fates  demand,  why,  let  them  take  it  back  : 

My  crown,  indeed,  I  may  refign  ;  but  O  ! 

Who  can  awake  the  dead? - 

’Tis  hence  them  fpedlres  fhock  my  midnight  thoughts. 
And  nature’s  laws  are  broke  to  difeompofe  me  ; 

’Tis  I  that  whirl  thefe  hurricanes  in  air, 

And  (hake  the  earta’s  foundati  ns  with  my  guilt. 

O  Myris  -  give  me  back  my  innocence. 
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Queen. 

I  bought  it  with  an  empire. 

King. 

Cheaply  fold ! 

Why  didft  thou  urge  my  lifted  arm  to  ftrike 
The  pious  king,  when  my  own  heart  recoil’d  ? 
Queen. 

Why  did  you  yield  when  urg’d,  and  by  a  woman  ; 
You  that  are  vain  of  your  fuperior  reafon. 

And  fwell  with  the  prerogative  of  man  ? 

.If  you  fucceed,  our  counfel  is  of  nought ; 

You  own  it,  not  accepted,  though  enjoy’d; 

But  deal  the  glory,  and  deny  the  favour : 

Yet  if  a  fatal  confequence  attend. 

Then  we’re  the  authors ;  then  your  treach’rous  praife 
Allows  us  fenfe  enough  to  be  condemned. 

Kino. 

’Tis  prudent  to  diffembie  with  her  fury, 

And  wait  a  fofter  feafon  for  my  love.  \^AJlde. 

Bid  Ifis ’  priefts  attend  their  king’s  devotions ; 

I’ll  footh  w.th  facriiice  the  angry  pow’rs  ; 

Swift  to  my  dungeons,  bid  tteir  darkfome  wombs 
Give  up  the  numerous  captives  of  my  wars ; 

Ten  thoufand  lives  to  heaven  devoutly  pour; 

Nor  let  the  facred  knife  grow  cold  from  blood. 

Till  fevenfold  Nile,  infefted  with  the  dain. 

In  all  his  dreams  flows  purple  to  the  main.  \Exit. 
Queen. 

Thin  artifice!  I  know  the  facrifice 

You  mod  intend — But  I  will  dafli  your  joys; 

Thou,  vidtim,  and  thy  goddefs,  both  Ihall  feel  me. 

Auletes. 
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Auletes. 

Madam  the  prince. 

Queen. 

And  is  lie  fhill  afflicted  ? 

Auletes, 

It  grieves  your  faithful  fervar  to  relate  it: 

He  ftruggles  manfully  ;  but  all  in  vain  : 

Sometimes  he  calls  in  mufic  to  his  aid  : 

He  llrives  with  martial  drains  to  fire  his  blood,. 

And  rouze  his  foul  to  battle - *— 

Then  he  relapfes  into  love  again. 

Feeds  the  difeafe,  and  doats  upon  his  ruin. 

Queen. 

Why  feeks  he  here  the  caufe  of  all  his  forrow  f 
Auletes. 

He  feeks  not  here  Mcindane ,  but  her  father  ; 

For  friendlhip  is  the  balm  of  all  our  cares. 

Melts  in  th»  wound,  and  foftens  every  fate. 

[. Martial  Mii/te <. 
Enter  Myron,  at  a  dijlance . 

Queen. 

Heav’ns !  what  a  glory  blazes  from  his  eye  l 
What  force,  what  majelly,  in  ev’ry  motion. 

As  at  each  Hep  he  trod  upon  a  foe  ! 

Myron. 

O  that  this  ardour  would  for  ever  laft! 

It  fhall ;  nor  will  I  curfe  my  being  more  ; 

Chain’d  kings,  and  conquer’d  kingdoms,  are  before  me  5 
I’ll  bend  the  bow,  and  launch  the  whittling  fpear. 
Bound  o’er  the  mountains,  plunge  into  the  ftream. 
Where  thickeft  faulchions  gleam,  and  helmets  blaze. 

I’ll 
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I’ll  number  my  own  heart  among  my  foes,- 
And  conquer  it,  or  die.  [Exit- 

Queen. 

The  thoughts  of  war 
Will  foon  diflodge  the  fair  one  from  his  brealt — 

But  this  has  broken  in  on  my  intent - 

I  would  remind  thee  of  my  late  commands* 
Auletes, 

Madam,  ’tis  needlefs  to  remind  your  Have— 

At  dead  of  night  I  fet  the  pris’ners  free* 

Queen. 

Yes,  fet  the  pris’ners  free — ’tis  great  revenge ; 

Such  as  my  foul  pants  after — It  becomes  me, 

O  it  will  gall  the  tyrant !  flab  him  home  ; 

And  if  one  fpark  of  gratitude  furvives. 

Soften  Syphoces  to  my  foft  defire  : 

The  tyrant’s  torment  is  my  only  joy  ; 

Ye  gods  l  or  let  me  perilh,  or  deftroy 
Or  rather  both  ;  for  what  has  life  to  boaft: 

When  vice  is  taftelefs  grown,  and  virtue  loll  ? 
Glory  and  wealth  I  call  upon  in  vain. 

Nor  wealth,  nor  glory,  can  appeafe  my  pain  ; 

My  every  joy  upbraids  me  with  my  guilt, 

And  triumphs  tell  me  facred blood  is  fpilt.  [Exit.  Quv 

Enter  Myron. 

Myron. 

The  Ihining  images  of  war  are  fled. 

The  fainting  trumpets  languilh  in  mine  ear. 

The  banners  furl’d,  and  all  the  fprightly  blaze 
Of  burnilh’d  armour,  like  the  fetting  fun, 

Infenflbly  is  vanilh’d  from  my  thought: 

No 
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No  battle,  fiege,  orflorm,  fuflain  my  foul 
In  wonted  grandeur,  and  fill  out  my  breafl : 

But  foftnefs  fleals  upon  me,  melting  down 
My  rugged  heart  in  languifhments  and  fighs. 

And  pours  it  out  at  my  Mandane’ s  feet - ■ 

I  fee  her  e’en  this  moment  hand  before  me. 

Too  fair  for  light,  and  fatal  to  behold  : 

I  have  her  here ;  I  clafp  her  in  my  arms ; 

And  in  the  madnefs  of  exceflive  love, 

Sigh  out  my  heart,  and  bleed  with  tendernefs. 
Auletes. 

My  lord,  too  much  you  cherilh  this  delufion : 

She  is  another’s. 

Myron. 

Do  not  tell  me  fo  : 

Say  rather  fhe  is  dead :  Each  heav’nly  charm 
Turn’d  into  horror  !  O  the  pain  of  pains 
Is  when  the  fair  one,  whom  our  foul  is  fond  of. 
Gives  tranfport,  and  receives  it  from  another ! 

How  does  my  foul  burn  up  with  itrong  defire  ; 

Now  fhrink  into  itfelf !  Now  blaze  again  ! 

I’ll  tear  and  rend  the  firings  that  tie  me  toiler: 

If  I  ftay  longer  here,  I  am  undone. 

As  he  is  going.  Enter  N I C  A  N  0  R . 

Nicanor. 

My  prince,  and,  fince  fuch  honours  you  vouchfafe, 
My  friend!  I  have  prefum’d  upon  your  favour; 

This  is  my  daughter’s  birth-day,  and  this  night 
I  dedicate  to  joys,  which  ever  languifh. 

If  you  refufe  to  crown  them  with  your  prefence. 
Myron. 

Nicanor,  I  was  warm  on  other  thoughts-— — 

Nicanor 
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N I C  A  N  0  R . 

I  am  Hill  near  you  in  the  day  of  danger, 

In  toilfome  marches,  and  the  bloody  field. 

When  nations  againft  nations  clalh  in  arms. 

And  half  a  people  in  one  groan  expire ; 

Why  am  I,  with  your  helmet,  thrown  afide. 

Call  off,  and  ufelefs,  in  the  hour  of  peace  ? 

Myron. 

Since  then  you  prefs  it,  I  mull;  be  yourgueff 
Methinks  I  labour,  as  I  onward  move,  \AJidc. 

As  under  check  of  fome  controuling  pow’r. 

What  can  this  mean  ?  Wine  may  relieve  my  thoughts. 
And  mirth  and  converfe  lift  my  foul  again.  [ Exeunt . 

7  he  back  S.cne  draws,  and Jhews  a  banquet. 

Enter  Mandane,  richly  drejfed . 

Mandake. 

It  was  this  day  that  gave  me  life ;  this  day 
Should  give  much  more,  Ihould  give  me  Memnon  too  : 
But  I  am  rival’d  by  his  chains ;  they  clafp 
The  hero  round  (a  cold,  unkind,  embrace  !) ; 

And  but  an  earned  of  far  worfe  to  come: 

While  he,  my  foul,  in  dungeon  darknefs  clos’d, 
Ereathes  damp  unwhclfome  fleams,  and  lives  on  poifon, 

I  am  compell’d  to  l'uffer  ornaments, 

To  wear  the  rainbow,  and  to  blaze  in  gems ; 

To  put  on  all  the  Ihining  guilt  of  drefs. 

When  ’tis  almoft  a  crime  that  I  ftill  live  : 

Thefe  eyes,  which  can’t  diffemble,  pouring  forth 
The  dreadful  truth,  are  honefl  to  my  heart ; 

Thefe  robes,  O  Memnon!  are  Mandane' s  chains. 

And  load,  and  gall,  and  wring,  her  bleeding  heart. 

[Exit  Mandane. 

Enter 
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Enter  Myron,  Nicanor,  Auletes,  l£c.  They  take 
their  places. 

Nicanor. 

Sound  louder,  found,  and  waft  my  wilh  to  heav’n. 
Hear  me,  ye  righteous  gods,  and  grant  my  pray’r; 

For  ever  ihine  propitious  on  my  daughter  : 

Proteft  her,  profper  her ;  and  when  I’m  dead, 

Still  blefs  me  in  Mandane' s  happinefs  ! 

[The  bowl  goes  round.  Mujic. 
Hafce,  call  my  daughter;  none  can  tafte  of  joy 
Till  Ihe,  the  miftrefs  of  the  feaft,  is  with  us. 

A  ferns  ant  brings  Nicanor  a  letter  :  He  reads  it. 
The  kind’s  commands  at  any  hour  are  welcome. 
Myron. 

Not  leave  us,  general  ? 

Nicanor. 

Ha  !  the  king  here  writes  me. 
The  difeontented  populace,  that  held, 

O’er  midnight  bowls,  their  defperate  cabals, 

Are  now  in  bold  defiance  to  his  power 
Amid  the  terrors  of  this  ftormy  night, 

Ev’n  now  they  deluge  all  yon  weftern  vale. 

And  form  a  war,  impatient  for  the  day  : 

The  fpreading  poifon  too  has  caught  his  troops, 

And  the  revolting  foldiers  Hand  in  arms 
Mix’d  with  feditious  citizens. 

Myron. 

Your  call  is  great. 

Enter  Mandane,  Myron  Jlarts  from  his  feat  in  • 
diforder. 

Mandane.  [Jfde.~\ 

O  Mention!  how  fhall  I  become  a  banquet.  Sup- 
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"Supprefs  my  forrows,  and  comply  with  joy  ? 

.Severed  fate  !  Am  I  deny’d  to  grieve  ? 

Nicanor. 

Be  comforted,  my  child  :  I’ll  foon  return. 

Why  dod  thou  make  me  blufh  ?  I  feel  my  tears 
Run  trickling  down  my  cheek. 

Myron.  \_AJide  to  Auletes.] 

I  mud  away : 

Her  fmiles  were  dreadful,  but  her  tears  are  death. 

I  can  no  more  :  I  fink  beneath  her  charms. 

And  feel  a  deadly  fickncfs  at  my  heart. 

Nicanor. 

Your  cheek  is  pale  :  I  dare  not  let  you  part : 

You  are  not  well- - 

Myron. 

A  fmall  indifpodtion  : 

I  foon  fhall  throw  it  from  me — Farewel,  general ; 
Conqued  attend  your  arms. 

Nicanor. 

You  fhall  not  leave 

Your  fervant’s  roof;  ’tis  an  unwholfome  air, 

And  my  apartment  wants  a  gued. 

Myron. 

Nicanor, 

If  health  returns,  I  fhall  not  prefs  my  couch, 

And  hear  of  didant  conqueds ;  but  o’ertake  thee ; 
And  add  new  terror  to  the  front  of  war. 

Nicanor. 

Mean  time,  you  are  a  guardian  to  my  child  : 

Let  her  not  mifs  a  father  in  my  abfence : 

She’s  all  my  foul  holds  dear. 

Both.  [ Embracing .] 

Farewel.  Farewel.  Ni- 
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Nicanor  •waits  w;  Myron  off  the  ft  age,  and  returns, 
Nicanor. 

My  child,  I  feel  a  tendernefs  at  heart 
I  never  reft  before  :  Come  near,  Mandane ; 

Let  me  gaze  on  thee,  and  indulge  the  father - 

Thy  dying  mother  with  her  clay- cold  hand 
Prefs’d  mine  ;  then,  turning  on  thee  her  faint  eye, 

Let  fall  a  tear  of  fondnefs,  and  expir’d - 

I  cannot  love  thee  well  enough  ;  her  grace 
Softens  thy  cheek,  and  lives  within  thine  eye. 

Let  me  embrace  you  both — My  heart  o’erflows — 

If  I  fhould  fall — Thy  mother’s  monument — 

But  I  fhall  kill  thy  tendernefs — No  more  : 

Nay,  do  not  weep  ;  I  fhall  return  again, 

And  with  my  deareft  child  fit  down  in  peace. 

And  long  enjoy  her  goodnefs. 

_  Mandane. 

If  the  gods 

Regard  your  daughter’s  fervent  vows,  you  will. 
Nicanor. 

Farewel,  my  only  care  ;  my  foul  is  with  thee ; 

Regai d yourjelf,  and  you  remember  me.  [Exit. 

Enter  Myron  and  Auletes. 

Myron. 

No  place  can  give  me  eafe ;  my  reftlefs  thought. 
Like  working  billows  in  a  troubled  fea, 

Tolies  me  to  and  fro ;  nor  know  I  whither. 

What  am  I,  who,  or  where  ? — Ha  !  where  indeed  ! 
But  let  me  paufe,  and  alk  myfelf  again, 

If  I  am  well  awake-— Impetuous  blifs ! 


My 
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My  heart  leaps  up ;  my  mounting  fpirits  blaze ; 

My  foul  is  in  a  tempeft  of  delight ! 

Auletes. 

My  lord,  you  tremble,  and  your  eyes  betray 
Strange  tumults  in  your  bread. 

A  Myron. 

What  hour  of  night  ? 

Auletes. 

My  lord,  the  night’s  far  fpent. 

Myron. 

The  gates  are  barr’d. 
And  all  the  houlhold  is  compos’d  to  reft. 

Auletes. 

All :  And  the  great  Nicanor  s  own  apartment. 

Proud  to  receive  a  royal  g;ueft,  expe&s  you. 

Myron. 

Perdition  on  thy  foul  for  naming  him  ! 

Nicanor!  O  I  never  fliall  fleep  more  ! 

Defend  me  !  Whither  wander'd  my  bold  thoughts ! 
Broke  loofe  from  reafon,  how  did  they  run  mad  ! 

And  now  they  are  come  home  all  arm’d  with  flings. 

And  pierce  my  bleeding  heart - 

I  beg  the  gods  to  difappoint  my  crime  ; 

Yet  almoft  wilh  them  deaf  to  my  defire  : 

I  long,  repent ;  repent,  and  long  again  ; 

And  ev’ry  moment  differs  from  the  laft. 

I  muft  no  longer  parley  with  deftru&ion  : 

Auletes,  feize  me  ;  force  me  to  my  chamber  ; 

There  chain  me  down,  and  guard  me  from  myfelf : 
Hell  rifes  in  each  thought ;  ’tis  time  to  fly.  [Exeunt*. 
Enter  Mandane  and  Rameses. 

Rameses. 

I  hope  your  fears  have  giv'n  afalfe  alarm. 

Vol.II.  D 
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Mandane. 

You’ve  heard  my  frequent  vifions  of  the  night ; 

You  know  my  father’s  abfence,  Myron's  pafliont 
Juft  now  I  met  him  ;  at  my  fight  he  ftarted  ; 

Then  with  fuch  ardent  eyes  he  wander’d  o’er  me. 
And  gaz’d  with  fuch  malignity  of  love. 

Sending  his  foul  out  to  me,  in  a  look 
So  fiercely  kind,  1  trembled,  and  retir’d, 

Rameses. 

No  more ;  my  friends  (which,  as  I  have  inform’d  you 
The  queen  to  gall  the  tyrant  has  fet  free) 

Are  lodg’d  within  your  call ;  th’  appointed  fignal. 

If  danger  threatens,  brings  them  to  your  refcue. 
Mandane, 

Where  are  they  i 

R  AMES  ES. 

In  the  hall  beneath  your  chamber 
Memnon  alone  is  wanting-;  he’s  providing 
For  your  efcape  before  the  morning  dawn  : 

The  reft  in  vifors,  fearing  to  be  known, 

Have  ventur’d  thro’  the  ftreets  for  your  protc&ion. 
Mandane. 

Aufpicious  turn  !  then  I  again  am  happy. 

Rameses. 

Aufpicious  turn  indeed  1  and  what  compleats 
The  happinefs,  the  bafe  man  that  betray’d  us 
This  arm  laid  low  :  I  watch’d  him  from  the  king; 

I  took  him  warm,  while  he,  with  lifted  brow, 
Confefs’d  high  thought,  and  triumph’d  in  his  mien : 
I  thank’d  him  with  my  dagger  in  his  heart. 

*Tis  late;  refrefii  yourfelf  with  fleep,  Mandane . 

[Exit  Mandane 
So 
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£0,  ’tis  refolv'd,  if  Myron  dares  attempt 
So  black  a  crime,  it  juftifies  the  blow  : 

He  dies ;  and  my  poor  brother’s  gholt  lhall  fmile. 
This  way  he  bends  his  fteps :  I  hate  his  fight ; 

And  (hall  till  death  has  made  it  lovely  to  me-  [Exit. 

Enter  Myron  and  Auletes. 

Myron. 

O  how  this  paflion,  like  a  whirlpool,  drives  me. 

With  giddy,  rapid  motion,  round  and  round-, 

I  know  not  where,  and  draws  in  all  my  foul  1 
I  reafon  much  ;  but  reafon  about  her  ; 

And  where  Ihe  is,  all  reafon  dies  before  her; 

And  arguments  but  tell  me  I  am  conquer’d.—— 

So  black  the  night,  as  if  no  liar  e’er  ilione 
In  all  the  wide  expanfe  ;  the  light’ning’s  flalh 
But  lhews  the  darknefs  ;  and  the  burking  clouds 
With  peals  of  thunder  feem  to  rock  the  land  : 

Not  beaks  of  prey  dare  now  from  Ihelter  roam. 

But  howl  in  dens,  and  make  the  foreft  groan. 

What  then  am  I  ?  A  monfter,  yet  more  fell. 

Than  haunts  the  wilds  r — I  am,  and  threaten  more : 
My  break  is  darker  than  this  dreadful  night. 

And  feels  a  hercer  tempeft  rage  within. - 

I  muft — I  will— This  leads  me  to  her  chamber — * 

Did  not  the  raven  croak  ?  [Starting. 

Auletes. 

I  hear  her  not. 

»  Myron. 

By  heav’n,  methinks  earth  trembles  under  me.-J- 
Awake,  ye  furies,  you  are  wanting  to  me  ; 

_  Q  hr.ilh  me  in  ill ;  O  take  me  whole  ; 
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Or  gods  confirm  me  good,  without  allay. 

Nor  leave  me  thus  at  variance  with  myfelf; 

Let  me  not  thus  be  dafn’d  from  fide  to  fide— 

The  old  man  wept  at  parting,  kneel’d  before  me. 
Confided  in  me,  gave  her  to  my  care, 

Nor  long  fince  fav’d  my  life — And  doubt  I  Mil  ? 

I’m  guilty  of  the  faft  ;  here  let  me  lie, 

And  rather  groan  for  ever  in  the  dull. 

And  float  the  marble  pavement  with  my  tears. 

Than  rife  into  a  m  on  tier.  [Flings  bimf elf  do-inn. 

Mandane,  paffing  at  a  dijiance,  J peaks  to  a  fervant, 
Mandane. 

Well,  obferve  me. 

Before  the  rifing  fun  my  lord  arrives. 

To  leal  our  vows ;  the  holy  prieft  is  with  him  : 

Watch  to  receive  them  at  the  weftern  gate, 

And  privately  conduct  them  to  my  chamber.  [Exit. 
Myron.  [Starting  up.] 

O  torment!  racks!  and  flames !  then  Ihe  expedls  him 
With  open  arms !  Am  I  call  out  for  ever  ; 

For  ever  mull  defpair,  unlefs  I  fnatch 
The  prefent  moment  ?  She  is  all  prepar’d  ; 

Her  willies  waking,  and  her  heart  on  fire  ! 
Thatpow’rful  thought  fweeps  heav’n  and  hell  before  it. 
And  lays  all  open  to  the  prince  of  Egypt ; 

Born  to  enjoy  whatever  he  defires, 

And  fling  fear,  anguilh,  and  remorfe,  behind  him. 

I  fee  her  midnight  drefs,  her  flowing  hair, 

Her  flacken’d  bofom,  her  relenting  mien, 

AH  the  forbidding  forms  of  day  flung  off 
for  yielding  founeft— O  I’m  all  confunon  ! 


I  Ihiver 
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I  fhiver  in  each  joint !  Ah  !  fhe  was  made 
To  jullify  the  blacked  crimes,  and  gild 
Ruin  and  death  with  her  deftru&ive  charm*. 

Auletes. 

You’ll  force  her  then  ? 

Myron. 

Thou  villain  but  to  think  it. 
No ;  I’ll  folicit  her  with  all  my  pow’r  ; 

Conqued  and  crowns  fhall  fparkle  in  her  fight : 

If  Ihe  confent,  thy  prince  is  blefs’d  indeed, 

Takes  wings,  and  tow’rs  above  mortality ; 

If  Ihe  refill,  I  put  an  end  to  pain. 

And  lay  my  breathlefs  body  at  her  feet. 

Mandane,  pajjtng  at  a  dijiance  to  her  chamber, 
Myron  meets  her. 

Mandane. 

Is  this  well  done,  my  lord  ? 

Myron. 

Condemn  me  not 
Before  you  hear  me  :  Let  this  pofture  tell  you. 

I’m  not  lb  guilty  as  perhaps  your  fears. 

Your  commendable,  moded  fears,  fufpeft  : 

Nay,  do  not  go  ;  you  know  not  what  you  do  ; 

I  wou’d  receive  u  favour,  not  conilrain  it; 

Return,  or  good  Nicanor,  bed  of  fathers. 

Shall  charge  you  with  the  murder  of  his  friend. 
Mandane. 

And  dare  you  then  pronounce  that  facred  name. 

And  yet  perfift !  Were  you  his  mortal  foe. 

What  could  your  malice  more  i 
Myron* 

O,  fair  Mandane  ! 
D  3  I  know 
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I  know  my  fault ;  I  know  your  virtue  too  ; 

But  fuch  the  violence  of  my  diforder, 

That  I  dare  tempt  e’en  you  :  Methinks  that  guilt 
Has  fomething  lovely  which  proclaims  your  pow’r  — 
Gut  touch  me  with  your  hand,  I  die  with  blifs. 

Why  fwells  your  eye  ?  By  heav’n,  I’d  ratherTee 
All  nature  mourn,  than  you  let  fall  a  tear, 

I  own  I’m  mad  ;  but  I  am  mad  of  love  : 

You  can’t  condemn  me  more,  than  I  myfelf ; 

In  that  we  are  agreed  ;  Agree  in  all. 

Condemn,  but  pity  me  ;  refent,  but  yield  ; 

For,  O,  I  burn,  I  rave,  I  die,  with  love  ! 

Mandane. 


O  Sir  I  — 


Myron. 

Nay,  do  not  weep  fo  ;  it  will  kill  me : 
This  moment,  while  I  fpeak,  my  eyes  are  darken’d  y 
1  cannot  fee  thee  ;  and  my  trembling  limbs 
Refufe  to  bear  their  weight;  ail  left  of  life 
Is  that  I  love  :  If  love  was  in  our  pow’r. 

The  fault  were  mine;  fincenot,  you  mult  comply* 
How  godlike  to  bellow  more  heav’nly  joys 
Than  you  can  think,  and  I  fupport,  and  live  ! 
Mandane. 

O,  how  can  you  abufe  your  facred  reafon, 

'That  particle  of  heav’n,  that  foul  of  Jove, 

To  varnllh  o’er,  and  paint,  fo  black  a  crime  ! 

O  prince  ! - 

Myron. 

What  fays  Mandane  ? 

Mandane. 


Sir,  obferve  me  i 
My 
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My  burfting  fighs,  and  ever-ftreaming  tears. 

Your  noble  nature  has  with  pity  feen  ; 

But  would  they  not  work  deeper  in  your  foul. 

Were  you  convinc’d,  my  forrows  flow  for  you  ? 

For  you,  my  lord,  they  flow  ;  for  I  am  fafe 
(I  know  you  are  furpriz’d)  :  They  floyv  for  you  ; 

Myron,  my  father's  friend ,  my  prince,  my  guefl— 

Myron,  my  guardian  god,  attempts  my  peace. 

And  need  I  further  reafon  for  thefe  tears  ? 

Nature  affords  no  objeft  of  concern 
So  great,  as  to  behold  a  gen’rous  mind 
Driv’n  by  a  fudden  guft,  and  dafli’d  on  guilt— 
’Tisbafe;  you  ought  not:  ’Tis  impradlicable ; 

You  cannot— Make  neceflity  your  choice; 

Nor  let  one  moment  of  defeated  guilt,. 

Of  fruitlefs  bafenefs,  overthrow  the  glory 
Your  whole  flluftrious  life  has  dearly  bought, 

In  toiifome  marches,  and  in  fields  of  blood. 

Enter  Auletes,  and  fern; ants, 

Auletes. 

My  lord,  your  life's  befet ;  the  >oom  beneath 
Is  throng’d  with  ruffians,  which  but  wait  the  fignal. 

To  rufh  and  fheath  their  dagger^  in  your  heart. 

Myron.. 

Betray’d!  Curl!  forcerefs;  it  was  a  plot. 

Concerted  by  them  all,  to  take  my  life, 

And  this  the  bait  to  tempt  me  to  the  toil. 

She  dies— — — 

Auletes. 

No;  firfl  enjoy,  then  murder  her — 
Trufl  to  my  condudt,  and  you  ftiil  are  fafe. 
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They  all  are  malk’d  :  I  have  my  vizor  too; 

But  time  is  Ihort ;  for  once  confide  in  me. 

You,  Sir,  for  fafety,  fly  to  your  apartment; 

[To  the  prince. 

You  bear  Mandane  to  her  clofet — You  [7" o  fervants. 

Speed  to  the  Southern  gate,  and  burft  it  open. 

[As  the  fervants  feize  Mandane,  Jbe  gives  thefignal. 
She  is  borne  of. 

Enter  Ramesfs  and  confpirators,  mafkd. 
Rameses. 

The  villain  fled?  Perdition  intercept  him  ! 

Difperfe ;  fly  feveral  ways  ;  let  each  man  bear 
A  Heady  point,  well  levell’d  at  his  heart : 

If  he  efcapes  us  now,  fuccefs  attend  him  ; 

May  he  for  ever  triumph  ! 

[As  they  pafs  the  fage  in  confufion ,  Auletes  enters 
majk’d  among  them. 

Auletes. 

Ha  !  Why  halt  you  ! 

Purfue,  purfue;  e’en  now  I  faw  the  monfter. 

The  villain  Myron,  with  thefe  eyes  I  faw  him, 

Rearing  his  prize  fwift  to  the  Weftern  gate : 

There,  there,  it  burfi.  [A  notfe  vjithout. 

All. 

Away ;  purfue. 

Auletes.  [Without.] 

’Tis  done ; 

Advance  the  mafly  bar ;  and  all  is  fafe  : 

Stand  here,  and  with  your  lives  defend  the  pafs. 

Enter  Myron. 

Myron. 

I  lhall  at  lead  have  time  for  vengeance  on  her. 
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And  then  I  care  not  if  I  die.  Barbarians ! 

Their  fwords  are  pointed  at  my  life  !  ’Tis  well ! 

But  I  will  give  them  an  excufe  for  murder  ; 

Such,  fuch  a  caufe — Off  love,  and  foft  compaffion ; 
Harden  each  finew  of  my  heart  to  Heel : 

I’ll  do,  what  done  will  Ihock  myfelf,  and  thofe 
Whom  time  fets  fartheft  from  this  dreadful  hour. 

Enter  Mandane,  forc'd  in  by  Auletes. 
Mandane. 

By  all  the  pow’rs  that  can  revenge  a  fallhood, 

I’m  innocent  from  any  thoughts  of  blood. 

Myron. 

Why  then  your  champions  here  in  arms  ?  ’Tis  falfe. 
Mandane. 

Ah !  let  my  life  fuftice  you  for  the  wrong 
You  charge  upon  me  !  O  my  royal  mailer  ! 

My  fafety  from  all  ill !  my  great  defender ! 

Or  did  my  father  but  infult  my  tears, 

And  give  me  to  your  care  to  fuffer  wrong; 

Kill  me,  but  not  your  friend,  but  not  my  father; 

He  loves  us  both,  and  my  fevere  diftrefs 

Will  fcarce  more  deeply  wound  him  than  your  guilt. 

[Myron  walks  pajjionately  at  a  difiance . 

Myron. 

Slaves,  are  you  fworn  again!!  me?  Stop  her  voice, 
And  bear  her  to  my  chamber. 

Mandane. 

O  Sir!  O  Myron  ! 

Behold  my  tears — Here  will  I  fix  for  ever — 

I’ll  clafp  your  feet — and  grow  into  the  earth— 

O  cut  me,  hew  me — give  to  ev’ry  limb 
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A  feparate  death — but  fpare  my  fpotlefs  virtue  » 

But  fpare  my  fame — You  wound  to  diftant  ages — • 

And  thro’  all  time  my  memory  will  bleed. 

Myron.  [Ms  few  ants  force  in  Mandane.] 
Diftra&ion  !  All  the  pains  of  hell  are  on  me  ! 

Mandane.  [She  is  borne  off.~\ 

O  Memnon  !  O  my  lord  1 — my  life  !  where  art  thou  ? 
[Myron  exprefies  fudden  pafjton  and  furprize  :  Stands 
awhile  fixed  in  afionifhment ;  then  fpeaks. 

Myron. 

As  many  accidents  concur  to  work 
My  paliions  up  to  this  unheard-of  crime, 

As  if  the  gods  defign’d  it — be  it  then 

Their  fault,  not  min e — Memnon  !  Said  Are  not  Memnon  •' 

My  heart  began  to  flagger  ;  but  ’tis  over — 

Tleav’n  blaft  me,  if  I  thought  it  poflible 
I  could  be  ftiil  more  curft- — That  hated  dog, 

Her  lord,  her  life  ’—I  thank  her  for  my  cure 
Of  all  remorfe  and  pity  ;  this  has  left  me 
Without  a  check,  and  thrown  the  loofen’d  reins 
On  my  wild  paffion  to  run  headlong  on. 

And  in  her  ruin,  quench  a  double  fire ; 

The  blended  rage  of  vengeance  and  of  love. 

Deftrudlion  full  of  tranfport !  Lo,  I  come. 

Swift  on  the  wing,  to  meet  my  certain  docm  : 

I  know  the  danger,  and  I  know  the  Ihame; 

But,  like  our  Phcenix,  in  fo  rich  a  flame 
I  plunge  triumphant  my  devoted  head, 

And  doat  on  death  in  that  luxurious  bed. 
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ACT  IV.  SCENE! 

Enter  Myron  in  the  utmojl  di/order,  bare-beaded,  without 
light,  &c.  Walks  diflurbediy  before  he /peaks, 

Myron. 

HEnceforth  let  no  man  truftthe  firft  falfe  Hep 
Of  guilt ;  it  hangs  upon  a  precipice, 

Whofe  fteep  defcent  in  laft  perdition  ends. 

How  far  am  I  plung’d  down  beyond  all  thought 

Which  I  this  evening  fram’d  ! - But  be  it  fo  : 

Confummate  horror  1  guilt  beyond  a  name  ! 

Dare  not,  my  foul,  repent;  in  thee  repentance 
Were  fecond  guilt,  and  thou  blafphcm’ft  juft  heav’n. 
By  hoping  mercy.  Ah  !  my  pain  will  ceafe 
When  gods  want  pow’r  to  punilh — Ha!  the  dawn— 
Rife  never  more,  O  fun  !  let  night  prevail ; 

Eternal  darknefs  clofe  the  world’s  wide  fcene. 

And  hide  me  from  Nicanor  and  myfelf ! 

Who’s  there  ?  [Enter  Auletes. 

Auletes. 

My  lord  ?■ 

Myron. 

Auletes  ? 

Auletes. 

Guard  your  life. 

The  houfe  is  rouz’d;  the  fervants  all  alarm’d  ; 

The  gilded  tapers  dart  from  room  to  room ; 
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Solemn  confufion,  and  a  trembling  hafle, 

Mixt  with  pale  horror,  glares  on  ev’ry  face ; 

The  flrefigthen’d  foe  has  rulh’d  upon  your  guard. 
And  cut  their  pafiage  thro’  them  to  the  gate  j 
Implacable  Rame/es  leads  them  on, 

Breathing  revenge,  and  panting  for  your  blood, 
Myron. 

Why,  let  them  come  ;  let  in  the  raging  torrent : 

I  wifn  the  world  would  rife  in  arms  againft  me ; 

For  I  mull  die  ;  and  I  would  die  in  Hate. 

The  doors  are  lurfi  open.  Servants  pa/s  the Ji age  in  tumult : 
Rameses,  iyc.  purfue  My  son’s  guards  over  the  ft  age ; 
then  Ra.meses  and  Syphocss  enter,  meeting. 
Rameses. 

Where  is  the  prince  ? 

Syphoces. 

The  monfter  Hands  at  bay  : 
We  can  no  more  than  Ihut  him  from  efcape. 

Till  further  force  arrive, 

Rameses. 

O  my  Syphoces ! 
Syphoces. 

This  is  a  grief ;  but  not  for  words. 

Does  Ihe  llill  live  i 

Rameses. 

She  lives  !— -but  O  how  blefs’d 
Are  they  which  are  no  more  !  By  Health  I  faw  her; 
CaH  on  the  ground  in  mourning  weeds  Ihe  lies  ; 

Her  torn  and  loofen’d  trefies  lhade  her  round  ; 

'Ihio’  which  her  face,  all  pale,  as  fne  were  dead. 
Gleams  like  a  fickly  moon  ;  too  great  her  grief 
Tor  words  or  tears !  but  ever  and  anon. 
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After  a  dreadful,  ftill,  infidious  calm, 

Colledling  all  her  breath,  long,  long  fupprefs’d. 

She  fobs  her  foul  out  in  a  lengthen’d  groan. 

So  fad,  it  breaks  the  heart  of  all  that  hear. 

And  fends  her  maids  in  agonies  away. 

Syphoces. 

O  tale,  too  mournful  to  be  thought  on  ! 

Rameses. 

Hold- 

No,  let  her  virgins  weep  ;  forbear,  Syphoces ; 

Tear  out  an  eye,  but  damp  not  our  revenge  ; 

Difpatch  your  letters ;  I’ll  go  comfort  her. 

[A fervant /peaks  afide  to  Ramefes.  Exit  Syphoces. 
And  has  fhe  then  commanded  none  approach  her  ? 

I’m  forry  for  it ;  but  I  cannot  blame  her. 

Such  is  the  dreadful  ill,  that  it  converts 
All  offer’d  cure  into  a  new  difeafe  : 

It  Ihuns  our  love,  and  comfort  gives  her  pain. 

Re-enter  Syphoces. 

Syphoces. 

Your  father  is  return’d  ;  redundant  Nile, 

Broke  from  its  channel,  overfwells  the  pafs. 

And  fends  him  back  to  wait  the  waters  fall. 

Rameses. 

And  is  he  then  return’d — I  tremble  for  him.  ■■■— - 
I  fee  his  white  head  rolling  in  the  dull : 

But  hafte ;  it  is  our  duty  to  receive  him.  [Exit* 

Enter  Myron. 

Myron. 

I  feel  a  pain  of  which  I  am  not  worthy ; 

A  pain,  an  anguilh,  which  the  honeft  man 
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Alone  deferves. — Is  it  not  wondrous  ftrange, 

That  I,  who  ftabb’d  the  very  heart  of  nature. 

Should  have  furviving  aught  of  man  about  me  ? 

And  yet,  I  know  not  how,  of  gratitude 

And  friendfhip  ftill  the  ftubborn  fparks  furvive  ; 

And  poor  Nicanor’s  torments  pierce  my  foul. 

Confufion  !  he’s  return’d -  [Starting. 

Enter  Nicanor. 

Nicanor.  [Advancing  to  embrace  Myron.] 

My  prince — 

Myron.  [ Turning  ajide  and  hiding  his  face.~\ 

My  friend — 

Nicanor. 


I  interrupt  you,  Sir— 

Myron.  [Smiting  his  breafi. ] 

I  had  thee  there  : 

Before  thou  cam’ft,  my  thoughts  were  bent  upon  thee. 
Nicanor. 

O  Sir,  you  are  too  kind  ! 

Myron.  [Ajide.] 

Death!  tortures!  hell! 
Nicanor. 

What  fays  my  prince  ? 

Myron. 


A  fudden  pain. 
To  which  I’m  fubjedt,  ftruck  acrofs  my  heart: 
’Tis  pall;  I’m  well  again. 

Nicanor. 


Heav’n  guard  your  health! 
Myron. 

Doll  thou  then  vviih  it  ? 

Nicanor. 

Am  I  then  diftrufted  ? 

Then, 
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Then,  when  I  fav’d  your  life,  I  did  the  lead 
I  e’er  wou’d  do  to  ferve  you. 

Myron. 

Barbarous  man ! 
Nicanor. 

What  have  I  done,  my  prince  ?  which  way  offended? 
Has  not  my  life,  my  foul,  been  yours  ? 

Myron. 

Oh!— oh!— 

N  icanOR.  [ Takes  him  by  the  hand. ] 

By  heav’n,  Pm  wrong’d !  /peak,  and  I’ll  clear  myfelf. 
Myron. 

Pm  poifon  and  deftru&ion  ;  curfe  thy  gods ; 

I’ll  kill  thee  in  compaflion - O  my  brain! 

Away,  away,  away  !  [Shoves  him  from  him,  going. 
Nicanor. 

Do,  kill  me,  prince— 
You  (hall  not  go ;  I  do  demand  the  caufe. 

Which  has  put  forth  thy  hand  againft  thy  father ! 

For,  thus  provok’d,  I’ll  do  myfelf  the  juftice. 

To  tell  thee,  youth,  that  I  deferve  that  name  ; 

Nor  have  thy  parents  lov’d  thee  more  than  I. 

Myron. 

I  hear  them  ;  they  are  on  me — Loofe  thy  hold. 

Or  I  will  plant  my  dagger  in  thy  bread. 

Nicanor. 

Your  dagger’s  needlefs  !  O  ungrateful  boy  ! 

Myron.  [Embrace.] 

Forgive  me,  Father !  O  my  foul  bleeds  for  thee  ! 

[As  he  is  going  out ,  Auletes  meets  hint ,  and  J peaks  to 
him  ajide. 

What,  no  efcape  ?  on  ev’ry  fide  inclos’d  i 
Then  I  refolve  to  perilh  by  his  hand ; 

»Ti. 
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’Tis  juft  I  lhou’d;  and  meaner  death  I  fcorn  : 

But  how  to  work  him  to  my  fate,  to  fting 
His  paffion  up  fo  high,  will  be  a  talk 
To  me  fevere  ;  as  difficult  as  ftrange. 

Support  me,  cruel  heart  ;  it  muft  be  done.  [d/ide. 
Nicanor. 

Now,  from  my  very  foul,  I  cannot  tell — 

But  ’tis  enchantment  all ;  for  things  fo  ftrange 
Have  happen’d,  I  might  well  diftrufl  my  fenfe  ; 

But,  if  mine  eyes  are  true,  I  plainly  read 
A  heart  in  anguilh  ;  and,  I  muft  confefs. 

Your  grief  is  juft — It  was  inhuman  in  you— 

But  tell  the  caufe;  unravel,  from  the  bottom, 

The  myftery  that  has  embroil’d  our  loves 
(For  ftill,  my  prince,  I  love,  lince  you  repent)  : 

What  accident  depriv’d  me  of  my  friend, 

And  loft  you  to  yourfelf  ? 

Myron. 

A  traitor’s  fight ! 
Nicanor. 

Beneath  my  roof? 

Myron. 

Beneath  thy  very  helmet : 

Thou  art  a  traitor.  Guard  thyfelf.  [Draw, 

Nicanor. 

Diftradlion! 

Traitor  ! - For  Handing  by  your  father’s  throne; 

Andftemming  the  wild  ftream,  that  roars  againft  it. 
Of  rebel  fubjefts,  and  of  foreign  foes? 

For  training  thee  to  glory  and  to  war  ? 

For  taking  thee  from  out  thy  mother’s  arms 
A  mortal  child,  and  kindling  in  thy  foul 
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The  noble  ardors  of  a  future  god  ? 

,Farewel  j  I  dare  nottruft  my  temper  more. 

Myron. 

Grey-headed,  venerable,  traitor  ! 

Enter  Rameses. 

Rameses. 

Ha! 

Turn,  turn,  blafphemer,  and  reprefs  thy  taunts; 

All  provocation’s  needlefs,  but  thy  fight. 

[He  ajjanlts  the  prince  :  Nicanor  hinders  him . 
Nicanor. 

Forbear,  my  fon. 

Rameses, 

Forbear  ? 

Nicanor. 

If  I  am  calm. 

Your  rage  Ihould  ceafe. 

Rameses. 

No  ;  ’tis  my  own  revenge ; 
Unlefs,  Sir,  you  difown  me  for  your  fon. 

Nicanor. 

Thy  fword  again!!  thy  prince  ? 

Rameses. 

A  villain! 

Nicanor. 


Rameses. 


Hold! 


The  worft  of  villains ! 


Nicanor. 

’Tis  too  much. 
Rameses. 


O  father !— — 
Ni- 
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Nicanor. 

What  vvould’ft  thou  ? 

Rameses. 

Sir,  your  daughter— 

Nicanor. 

Rightly  thought  j 

She  beft  can  comfort  me  in  all  my  forrovv  : 

Call,  call  Mandane :  To  behold  my  child 
Wou’d  cheer  me  in  the  agonies  of  death  : 

Call  her,  Ramefes - Am  I  difobey’d  ? 

Rameses. 


O  Sir  1 - 

Nicanor. 

What  mean  thofe  tranfports  of  concern  ? 

Rameses. 

Though  I’m  an  outcaft  from  your  love,  I  weep 
To  open  your  black  fcene  of  mifery. 

Nicanor. 

Where  will  this  endf— O  my  foreboding  heart ! 
Rameses, 

Should  he,  to  whom,  as  to  a  god,  at  parting,. 

You  gave,  with  ftreaming  eyes,  your  foul’s  delight, 
While  yet  your  laft  embrace  was  warm  about  him, 
Gloomy  and  dreadful  as  this  ftormy  night, 

Ru(h  on  your  child,  your  comfort,  your  Mandane , 

All  fweet  and  lovely  as  the  blulhing  morn, 

Seize  her  by  force,  now  trembling,  breathlefs,  pale, 
Prollrate  in  anguilh,  tearing  up  the  earth. 

Imploring,  flirieking,  to  the  gods  and  you - 

O  hold  my  brain  1— Look  there,  and  think  the  reft. 

The 
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The  back  fcene  opens.  A  darken'd  chamber ,  a  led ,  and  the 
curtains  drawn*  IVomen  pa/s  out ,  weeping)  Sec.  Ni¬ 
canor  falls  back  on  Rameses. 

Nicanor. 

Is’t  pollible— my  child  !  my  only  daughter  ! 

The  growth  of  my  own  life  !  that  fweeten’d  age 
And  pain  ! — O  nature  bleeds  within  me. 

Mandane. 

Weep  not,  my  virgins  ;  ceafe  your  ufelefs  tears; 
Kindnefs  is  thrown  away  upon  defpair. 

And  but  provokes  the  forrow  it  would  eafe. 

Nicanor. 

Ailid  me  forwards. 

Mandane. 

Mod  unwelcome  news ! 

Is  he  return’d  ?  The  gods  fupport  my  father. 

I  now  begin  to  wilh  he  lov’d  me  lefs. 

Nicanor. 

There,  there,  (he  pierc’d  the  very  tend’red  nerve : 

She  pities  me,  dear  babe  ;  Ihe  pities  me : 

Through  all  the  raging  tortures  of  her  foul. 

She  feels  my  pain  !  But  hold,  my  heart,  to  thank  her  ; 
Thenburd  at  once,  and  let  the  pangs  of  death 
Put  Myron  from  my  thought.  [ Goes  to  her. 

Mandane. 

Severed  fate 

Has  done  its  word — I’ve  drawn  my  father's  tears.—  - 
Nicanor. 

Forbear  to  call  me  by  that  tender  name ; 

Since  I  can’t  help  thee,  I  wou’d  fain  forget 
Thou  art  a  part  of  me— It  only  lharpens 
Thofe  pangs,  which,  if  adranger,  I  fhould  feel.— 

O  Ipare 
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O  fpare  me,  my  Mandane  /  To  behold  thee 
In  fuch  excefs  of  forrovv,  quite  deftroys  me. 

And  I  ihall  die,  and  leave  thee,  unreveng’d. 

Mandane. 

O  Sir  !  there  are  misfortunes  moll  fevere. 

Which  yet  can  bear  the  light,  and,  well  fuftain’d. 
Adorn  the  fufl'erer. — But  this  affliction 
Has  made  defpaira  virtue,  and  demands 
Utter  extinction,  and  eternal  night. 

As  height  of  happinefs.  [Scent  fonts  on  them. 

Enter  Syphoces. 

Rameses. 

O  my  Syphoces  ! 
Syphoces. 

And  does  this  move  you  ?  does  this  melt  you  down. 
And  pour  you  out  in  forrow  ?  Then  fly  far. 

Ere  Memnon  comes  ;  he  comes  with  flufhing  cheek. 
And  beating  heart,  to  bear  a  bride  away. 

And  blefs  his  fate  :  How  dreadfully  deceiv’d !. 

Ramesks. 

The  melancholy  fcene  at' length  begins* 

Enter  Memnon. 

Memnon. 

O  give  me  leave  to  yield  to  nature. 

And  indulge  my  joy— ■  -  — 

My  friend  !  my  brother !  O  the  ecftafy 
That  fires  my  veins,  and  dances  at  my  heart ! 

You  love  me  not,  if  you  refufe  to  join 
In  all  the  juft  extravagance  and  flight 
Of  boundlefs  tranfport  on  this  happy  hour. 

Where  is  my  foul,  my  blifs,  my  lovely  bride ! 

Call, 


King  of  Egypt.  6g 

Call,  call  her  forth ;  O  hade  ;  the  pried  expe&s  us. 
And  ev’ry  moment  is  a  crime  to  love, 

Rameses.  [To  Syphoces.] 

Speak  to  him  : — Pr’ythee  fpeak. 

Syphoces. 

By  heav’n  l  cannot. 
Memnon, 

What  can  this  mean  ? 

Rameses. 

Syphoces. 

Syphoces. 

Nay  j  Ramefes. 

Memnon. 

By  all  the  gods,  they  druggie  with  their  forrows. 

And  fwallow  down  their  tears  to  hide  them  from  me  ; 
By  friendfhip’s  facred  name,  I  charge  you,  fpeak. 
[They  look  on  him  with  the  uttnojl  concern ,  and  go  out 
on  different  fedes  of  the  fage. 

Was  ever  man  thus  left  to  dreadful  thought, 

And  all  the  horrors  of  a  black  furmife ! 

What  woe  is  this  too  big  to  be  exprefs’d  ? 

O  my  fad  heart !  Why  bod’d  thou  fo  feverely  ? 
Mandane' s  life’s  in  danger  !  There  indeed  ; 

Fortune,  I  fear  thee  dill ;  her  beauties  arm  thee; 

Her  virtues  make  thee  dreadful  to  my  thought; 

But  for  my  love,  how  I  could  laugh  at  fate  ! 

Enter  a  fer-vant,  and  gives  him  a  paper.  He  reads . 

Enter  Rameses,  Memnon  fwoons,  and falls  on 
Rameses. 

Rameses. 

’Twere  happy  if  his  foul  wou’d  ne’er  return: 


The 
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The  gods  may  ftill  be  merciful  in  this.—  — 

His  lips  begin  to  rife. — How  fares  my  friend  i 
Memnon. 

Did  Myron  feel  my  pangs,  you’d  pity  him. 

Enter  Syphoces. 

Syphoces. 

Fainting  beneath  th’ oppreffion  of  her  grief. 

This  way  Mandane  feeks  the  frelher  air : 

Let  us  withdraw  ;  ’twill  pain  her  to  be  fee n. 

And  mod  of  all  by  you. 

Memnon. 

By  my  own  heart, 

I  judge,  and  am  convinc’d. — 1  dare  not  fee  her  : 

The  fight  would  ftrike  me  dead.— 

[As  Memnon  is  going ,  Mandane  meets  him  :  Both Jiari 
back  :  She  Jhrieks .  Memnon  recovers  hmj'tlf,  anc, 
falls  at  her  knees,  embracing  them :  She  tries  to  dif 
engage  :  He  net  permitting,  Jhe  raifes  him  :  He  take, 
her  pajponately  in  his  arms  :  They  continue  fpeechltj, 
and  motictilefs for  fame  time. 

Rameses. 

Was  ever  mournful  interview  like  this  ? 

See  how  they  writhe  with  anguilh  !  hear  them  groan  1 
See  the  large  blent  dew  run  trickling  down. 

As  from  the  weeping  marble;  paflion  choaks 
Their  words,  and  they’re  the  ftatues  ofdefpair  ! 

Memnon. 

O  my  Mundane  ! 

[At  this  f.e  violently  breaks  from  him,  and  exit 
But  one  moment  more 
As  Memnon  is  following,  Ramefes  holds  bin. 
Rameses, 

Brother— 

'  Mem 
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Memnon. 

Forgive  me.— 

Rameses. 

You’re  to  blame. — — 
Memnon.  [Pointing after  her."] 

Look  there. 

My  heart  is  burfting. 

Rameses, 

With  Revenge  ? 

Memnon. 

And  Love. 

Rameses. 


Revenge  ! 


Memnon. 

One  dear  embrace ;  ’twill  edge  my  fvvord. 
Syphoces. 

No,  Memnon  ;  if  our  fwords  now  want  an  edge. 

They’ll  want  for  ever  ;  to  this  fpot  I  charm  thee. 

By  the  dread  words.  Revenge  and  Liberty ! 

This  is  the  criiis  of  our  fates  ;  this  moment 
The  guardian  gods  of  Egypt  hover  o’er  us ; 

'They  watch  to  fee  us  aft  like  prudent  men. 

And  out  of  ills  extraft  our  happinefs. 

My  friends,  thefe  dire  calamities,  like  poifon. 

May  have  their  wholfome  ufe  :  This  fad  occalion. 

If  manag’d  artfully,  revives  our  hopes  ; 

It  gives  Nicanor  to  our  finking  faftion, 

And  Hill  the  tyrant  lhakes. 

Rameses. 

My  father  comes ; 

Or  fnatch  this  moment,  or  defpair  for  ever : 

While  paflicns  glow,  the  heart,  like  heated  Heel, 
Takes  each  imprefiion,  and  is  work’d  atpleafure. 


Enter 
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Enter  Nicanor. 

Nicanor. 

Why  have  the  gods  chofe  out  my  weakeft  hours 
To  fet  their  terrors  in  array  againft  me 
This  wou’d  beat  down  the  vigour  of  my  youth. 
Much  more  grey  hairs,  and  life  worn  down  fo  low. 
Vain  man  !  to  be  fo  fond  of  breathing  long. 

And  fpinning  out  a  thread  of  mifery  : 

The  longer  life,  the  greater  choice  of  evil ; 
Thehappieft  man  is  but  a  wretched  thing. 

That  fteals  poor  comfort  from  comparifons ; 

What  then  am  I  ?  Here  will  I  fit  me  down. 

Brood  o’er  my  cares,  and  think  myfelf  to  death. 

Draw  near,  Rame/es  ;  I  was  ralh  erewhile. 

And  chid  thee  without  caufe — How  many  years 
Have  I  been  cas’d  in  fteel  ? 

Rameses. 

Full  threefcore  years 
Have  chang’d  the  feafons  o’er  your  crefted  brow, 
And  feen  your  faulchion  dy’d  in  hoftile  blood. 

Nicanor. 

How  many  triumphs  fince  the  king  has  reign’d  { 
Rameses. 

They  number  j  uft  your  battles,  one  for  one. 

Nicanor. 

True  ;  I  have  follow’d  the  rough  trade  of  war 
With  fome  fuccefs,  and  can  without  a  blufh, 

Review  the  fbaken  fort,  and  fanguine  plain. 

I  have  thought  pain  a  pleafure,  thirftand  toil 
Bleft  obje&s  of  ambition.  I  remember 
(Nor  do  my  fees  forgetthat  bloody  day) 

When 
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When  the  barb’d  arrow  from  my  gaping  thigh 
Wa3  wrench’d  with  labour,  I  difdain’d  the  groan, 
Becaufe  I  fufFer’d  for  Bujiris'  fake. 

R  AMESES. 

The  king  is  not  to  blame. 

Nicanor. 

Is  not  the  prince  his  fonf 
Ramesks. 

But  in  himfelf - 

Nicanor.  \RiJing  in  paJ/ion."\ 

And  has  he  loft  his  guilt, 
’Caufe  he  has  injur’d  me  ?  Erewhile  thy  blood 
Was  kindled  at  his  name. — Didft  thou  not  tell  me 
A  lhameful  black  defign  on  poor  Amelia  ? 

O  Memnon  !  what  a  glorious  race  is  this. 

To  make  the  gods  a  party  in  our  caufe. 

And  draw  down  bleflings  on  us ! 

Memnon. 

He  that  fuppbrts  them 
In  fuch  black  crimes,  is  Iharer  of  their  guilt. 

Nicanor.  - 

Point  out  the  man,  and,  with  thefe  wither’d  hands, 
I’d  fly  upon  his  throat,  though  he  were  lodg’d 
Within  the  circle  of  Bujiris'  arms. 

Rameses. 

He  that  prevents  it  not  when  in  his  power. 

Supports  them  in  their  courfe  of  flaming  guilt  ; 

And  you  are  He. 

Nicanor. 

Thou  rav’ft. 

Syphoces. 

The  army’s  yours  i 

I’ve  founded  every  chief ;  but  wave  your  finger, 
Vol.II.  E  Thcufands 
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Thoufands  fall  off  the  tyrant’s  fide,  and  leavehim 
Naked  of  help,  and  open  to  deftrudion  : 

Bat  fweep  his  minions,  cut  a  pander’s  throat, 

Or  lop  a  fycophant,  the  work  is  done. 

Nicanor.  [Starting.  J 
What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Memnon. 

Let  not  your  heart 

Fly  off  from  your  own  thought ;  be  truly  great ; 
Refent  your  country’s  fufferings  as  your  own  : 

A  generous  foul  is  not  confin’d  at  home, 

Butfpreads  itfelf  abroad  o’er  all  the  public. 

And  feels  for  every  member  of  the  land. 

What  have  we  feen  for  twenty  rolling  years. 

But  one  long  trad  of  blood  !  or,  what  is  worfe. 
Throng’d  dungeons  pouring  forth  perpetual  groans  ; 
And  free-born  men  opprefs’d  !  Shall  half  mankind 
Be  doom’d  to  curfe  the  moment  of  their  birth  ? 

Shall  all  the  mother’s  fondnefs  be  employ’d 
To  rear  them  up  to  bondage,  give  them  ftrength 
To  bear  afflidions,  and  fupport  their  chains  ? 

Syphoces.  [ Kneeling .] 

To  you  the  valiant  youth  mod  humbly  bend. 

And  beg  that  nature’s  gifts,  the  vigorous  nerve. 

And  graceful  port  defign’d  to  blefs  the  world. 

And  take  your  great  example  in  the  field. 

May  not  be  forc’d  by  lewdnefs  in  high  place. 

To  other  toils,  to  labour  for  difeafe, 

To  wither  in  a  loath’d  embrace,  and  die 
At  an  inglorious  diltance  from  the  foe. 

Rameses.  [  Kneeling.  ] 

To  you  Amelia  lifts  her  hands  for  fafety. 


Memnon. 
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Mem  non.  [ Burjling  into  tears.] 

To  you— -To  you — 

Nicanor. 

By  heav’n  he  cannot  fpeak. — I  underltand  thee: 

Rife — Rife — my  fon  :  Rife  all ;  your  work  is  done  ; 
They  perilh  all ;  thefe  creatures  of  my  fword. 

Have  I  not  feen  whole  armies  vaulted  o’er 
With  flying  jav’lins,  which  ftiut  out  the  day. 

And  fell  in  rattling  ftorms  at  my  command. 

To  flay,  and  bury,  proud  Bujiris'  foe  ? 

He  lives  and  reigns  ;  for  I  have  been  his  friend : 

But  I’ll  unmake  him,  and  plough  up  the  ground 
Where  his  proud  palace  Hands.  [Exit. 

Memnon. 

O  my  Mandane  ! 

The  gods  by  dreadful  means  bellow  fuccefs. 

And  in  their  vengeance  moll  feverely  blefs : 

From  thy  bright  llreaming  eyes  our  triumphs  flow. 
The  tyrant  falls,  Mandane  llrikes  the  blow : 

So  the  fair  moon,  when  feas  fwell  high,  and  pour 
A  walleful  deluge  on  the  trembling  Ihore, 

Infpires  the  tumult  from  her  clouded  throne,  « 
Where  filent,  penfive,  pale,  Ihe  fits  alone,  C 
And  all  the  diftant  ruin  is  her  own.  J 
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A  C  T  V.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

SCENE,  The  Field. 

Enter  Busiris  and  Auletes.  An  alarum  at  a  dijlance.. 
Busiris. 

WElcome  the  voice  of  war!  Tho’  loud  the  found. 
It  faintly  fpeaks  the  language  of  my  heart; 

It  whifpers  what  I  mean.  But  fay,  Auletes, 

What  urge  thefe  forlsrn  rebels  in  excufe 
For  choofing  ruin  ? 

Auletes. 

Various  their  complaints  : 

But  fome  are  loud,  that  while  your  heavy  hand 
PrelTes  whole  millions  with incefiant  toil 
(Toils  fitter  far  for  beafts  than  human  creatures) 

In  building  wonders  for  the  world  to  gaze  at. 

Weeds  are  their  food,  their  cup  the  muddy-  Nile. 
Busiris. 

Do  they  not  build  for  me  ?  Let  that  reward  them. 
Yes,  I  will  build  more  wonders  to  be  gaz’d  at, 

And  temper  all  my  cement  with  their  blood. 

Whofe  pains  and  art  reform’d  the  puzzled  year, 

Thds  drawing  down  the  fun  to  human  ufe, 

And  making  him  their  fervant  ?  Who  pulh’d  off 
With  mountain  dams  the  broad  redundant  Nile, 
Defcended  from  the  moon,  and  bid  it  wander 
A  ftranger  Itream  in  unaccuftom’d  Ihores  ? 


Who 
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Who  from  the  Ganges  to  the  Danube  reigns  ? 

But  virtues  are  forgot — Away — To  arms  ! 

I  call  to  mind  my  glorious  anceftry. 

Which,  for  ten  thoufand  rolling  years  renown’d. 
Shines  up  into  eternity  itfelf. 

And  ends  among  the  gods.  [An  alarum. 

Enter  Memnon. 

Auletes. 

The  rebel  braves  us. 
Busiris. 

Hold,  let  our  weapons  third  one  moment  longer; 

And  death  Hand  dill  ’till  he  receives  my  nod. - • 

Whom  meet  I  in  the  midd  of  my  own  realm. 

With  bold  defiance  on  his  brow  ? 

Memnon, 

The  Have, 

Whom  dread  Bujiris  lately  laid  in  chains ; 

An  emblem  of  his  country. 

Busiris. 

Is  it  thus 

You  thank  my  royal  bounty  ? 

Memnon. 

Thus  you  thank’d 

The  good  Artaxes  ;  thus  you  thank’d  my  father. 
Busiris. 

What  I  have  done,  conclude  mod  right  and  jud  ; 

For  I  have  done  it ;  and  the  gods  alone 
Shall  alk  me  Why  :  Thou  liv’d,  altho’  tfiey  fell ; 
And,  if  they  fell  unjudly,  greater  thanks 
Are  due  from  Thee,  whom  e’en  injudice  fpar’d. 
Memnon. 

Thy  kindnefles  are  wrongs ;  they  mean  to  footh- 
My  injur’d  foul,  and  deal  it  from  revenge. 

E  3 
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Eirsims. 

Turn  back  thine  eye ;  behold  thy  troops  are  thin* 
Thy  men  are  rarely  fprinkled  o’er  the  field. 

And  yet  thou  carrieft  millions  on  thy  tongue. 

Memnon. 

All  thy  blood-thirfty  fword  has  laid  in  dull 
Are  on  my  fide  ;  they  come  in  bloody  fwarms. 
And  throng  my  banners  :  Thy  unequall’d  crimes 
Have  made  thee  weak,  and  rob  my  victory — 
Busiris. 


Ha! 


Memnon. 

Nay,  ftamp  not,  tyrant  ;  I  can  ftamp  as  loud, 

And  raife  as  many  daemons  at  the  found. 

Bus  IRIS. 

I  wear  a  diadem. 

Memnon. 

And  I  a  fword. 

Busiris. 

Yet,  yet  fubmit,  I  give  thee  life. 

Memnon. 

Secure  your  own  i 

No  more,  Buftris  ;  bid  the  fun  farewel, 

Busiris. 

Bujlris^  and  the  fun  fiiould  fet  together  : 

If  this  day’s  angry  gods  ordain  my  fate. 

Know  thou,  I  fall  like  fome  vaft  pyramid ; 

1  bury  thoufands  in  my  great  deftru&ion. 

And  thou  the  firft - Slave  !  in  the  front  of  battle  : 

There  thou  Ihalt  find  me. 

Memnon. 

Thou  ihalt  find  me  there. 

And  have  well  paid  that  gratitude  I  owe.  [ Exeunt . 

A  con- 
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A  continued  alarum. 

Enter  Myron  and  Nicanor,  meeting. 
Nicanor. 

Does  not  mine  eye  drike  terror  through  thy  foul, 

And  (hake  the  weapon  from  thy  trembling  arm  ? 

Bafe  boy  !  the  foulnefs  of  thy  guilt  fecures  thee 
From  mv  reproach  ;  1  dare  not  name  thy  crime, 
Myron. 

Old  man,  didd  thou  (land  up  in  thy  own  caufe, 

I  then  fhould  be  afraid  of  fourfcore  years, 

And  tremble  at  grey  hairs  ;  but  fince  thy  frenzy 
Has  lent  thofe  venerable  locks  to  cad 
A  glofs  of  virtue  on  the  blacked  crime, 

Accurd  rebellion  !  this  gives  back  my  heart, 

With  all  its  rage,  and  I’m  a  man  again. 

Nicanor. 

Come  on,  and  ufe  that  force  of  arms  I  taught  thee  ; 
I’ll  now  refume  the  life  I  gave  fo  late. 

Myron. 

I  grieve  thou  had  but  half  a  life  to  lofe. 

And  dod  defraud  my  vengeance — At  nty  touch, 

Thou  moulder’d  into  dud,  and  art  forgotten  : 

[ Preparing  to  fight,  Myron  fiops  Jhort, 
Ah,  no,  I  cannot  fight  with  thee  ;  begone, 

And  (hake  elfewhere ;  thou  cand  not  want  a  death 
In  fuch  a  field,  though  I  refufe  it  to  thee ; 

Ramefes,  Memnon,  give  them  to  my  fword, 

Sudain’d  by  thoufands ;  but  to  fly  from  thee. 

From  thee,  mod  injur’d  man,  (hall  be  my  praife. 
And  rife  above  the  conquefl  of  my  foes. 

E  4  Ni- 
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Nicanor. 

5Tis  not  oTd  age,  th’ avenging  gods  purfue  thee  ! 

[He  retires  before  Nicanor  off  the  ft  age.  A  loud  alarum. 

Enter  Busiris  and  An  letes,  in  purfuit. 
Busiris. 

’Tis  well ;  I  like  this  madnefs  of  the  field  : 

Let  heighten’d  horrors,  and  a  wafle  of  death, 

Inform  the  world,  Buftris  is  in  arms : 

But  then  I  grudge- the  glory  of  my  fword 
To  flaves  and  rebels ;  while  they  die  by  me. 

They  cheat  my  vengeance,  and  furvive  in  fame, 
Auletes. 

I  panted  after  in  the  paths  of  death. 

And  could  not  but  from  far  behold  your  plume 
O’erfhadow  flaughter’d  heaps,  while  your  bright  heiffj 
Struck  a  diilinguifh’d  terror  through  the  field, 

The  diilant  legions  trembling  as  it  blaz’d. 

Busiris. 

Think  not  a  crown  alone  lights  up  my  name  5 
My  hand  is  deep  in  fight.  Forbid  it,  Ifts  ! 

That  whilfl  Buftris  treads  the  fanguine  field. 

The  foremofl  fpirit  of  his  hofl  fhould  conquer 
But  by  example,  and  beneath  the  fliade, 

Of  this  high-brandilh’d  arm.  Did’lf  thou  e’er  fear? 
Sure  ’tis  an  art ;  I  know  not  how  to  fear  ; 

’Tis  one  of  the  few  things  beyond  my  power  ; 

And  if  death  mull  be  fear’d  before  ’tis  felt, 

Thy  mailer  is  immortal,  O  Auletes - . 

But  while  1  fpeak,  they  live  !• 

Where  fall  the  founding  cataradls  of  Nile, 

The  mountains  tremble,  and  the  waters  boil ; 

Like 
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Like  them,  I’ll  rufh  ;  like  them  my  fury  pour  ;  _ 

And  give  the  future  world  one  wonder  more. 

[ Exeunt . 

Enter  Myron,  engaged  with  a  party :  His  plujne  is  /mit¬ 
ten  off:  He  drives  the  foe,  and  returns ■. 

Myron- 

When  death’s  fo  near,  but  dares  not  venture  on  us, 
’Tis  heaven’s  regard,  a  kind  of  falutation. 

Which  to  ourfelves  our  own  importance  fihews  ■ 
Faint  as  I  an,  and  almoll  fick  of  blood. 

There  is  one  cordial  would  revive  me  Hill ; 

The  fight  of  Memnon  ;  place  that  fiend  before  me.— 

«>  [Exit, 

Enter  Memnon. 

Memnon. 

Where,  where’s  the  prince  ?  O  give  him  to  my  fword  I 
His  tall  white  plume,  which,  like  a  high-wrought  foam. 
Floated  on  the  tempeftuous  ftream  of  fight, 

Shew’d  where  lie  fwept  the  field ;  I  follow’d  fwift. 

But  my  approach  has  turn’d  him  into  air — — 

[Enter  Myron, 

The  fight  but  now  begins  ! 

Myron. 

Why,  who  art  thou  ? 


Prince,  I  am— 


Memnon. 


Myron.  [Di/dainfully.'] 

Memnon  ! 

Memnon. 

No— I’m  Mandane. 
Myron. 

Ha! 

E5  Memnon. 
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Memnon.  [Striking  bis  own  bead  and  breajf. 
She’s  here,  fhe’s  here,  Ihe’s  all :  Her  wrongs  and  virtues ! 
Virtues  and  wrongs  !  Thou  worfe  than  murderer ! 
Myron. 

I  charge  thee  name  her  not ;  forbear  the  croak 
With  that  ill-omen’d  note. 

Memnon. 

Mandane ! 

Myron. 


Be  it  fo. 

When  I  refle£t  on  her  mean  Love  for  thee. 

And  plot  againft  my  life,  my  pain  is  lefs. 

Memnon. 

’Tis  falfe  ;  Ihe  meant,  Ihe  knew  it  not ;  Ramefes , 
He,  only  he,  was  confcious  of  the  thought. 

Myron. 

Then  I’m  a  wretch  indeed  ! 


Memnon. 

As  fuch  I’ll  ufe  thee : 

I’ll  crulh  thee  like  fome  poifon  on  the  earth  ; 
Then  hafte  and  cleanfe  me  in  the  blood  of  men. 
Myron. 

I  thank  thee,  for  this  fpirit  which  exalts  thee 
Into  a  foe  I  need  notbluih  to  meet : 

Now,  from  my  foul,  it  joys  me  thou  art  found  ; 
And  found  alive:  By  heav’n,  fo  much  I  hate  thee, 
I  fear’d  that  thou  waft  dead,  and  hadft  efcap’d  me  ; 
I’ll  drench  my  fword  in  thy  deteded  blood. 

Or  foonmake  thee  immortal  by  my  own. 

Villain  ! 

Memnon, 


Myron  / 


My  f  ON, 
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[' They  fight . 


Man  Jane  ! 


Myron.  [Falls.] 
Juft  the  blow,  and  jufter  ftill. 


Becaufe  imbitter’d  to  me  by  that  hand 
I  moft  deteft  ;  which  gives  my  foul  an  earneft 
(Ofvaft  unfathomable  woes  to  come  ; 

That  dreadful  dowry  for  my  dreadful  love  : 

I  leave  the  world  my  mifery’s  example  j 

If  us’d  aright,  no  trivial  legacy.  [Dies. 


Enter  Syphoces. 
Syphoces. 


.My  lord,  I  bring  you  moft  unwelcome  news : 
As  poor  Mandane  wander’d  near  the  field. 

In  hope  to  fee  her  injuries  reveng’d,. 
Thoughtlefs  of  any  fufFeringn  but  the  paft, 

A  party  of  the  foe  faw,  feiz’d,  and  bore  her  off. 


Memnon. 


Vengeance  and  conqueft  now  are  trivial  things ; 
Love  made  their  prize.  ’Tis  impious  in  my  fold 
To  entertain  a  thought  but  of  her  refcue  : 


Now,  now,  I  plunge  into  the  thickeil  war. 
As  fome  bold  diver,  from  a  precipice 
Into  mid  ocean,  to  regain  a  gem 
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Whofe  lofs  impoverilh’d  kings  ;  to  bring  it  back. 

Or  fee  the  day  no  more.  [j Exeunt, 

Enter  Mandane,  prifoner. 

Mandane. 

A  gen’rous  foe  will  hear  his  captive  fpeak  j 
A  benefit  thus,  kneeling,  I  implore  : 

Let  one  of  all  thofe  fwords  that  glitter  round  me, 
Vouchfafe  to  hide  its  point  within  my  break. 

Enter  Memnon. 

Memnon. 

An  villains !  curfed  Atheifts !  Can  you  bear 

That  pofture  from  that  form  ?  What,  what  are  numbers. 

When  I  behold  thofe  eyes  !  Not  mine  the  glory, 

That  fingly  thus  I  quell  a  holt  of  foes. 

Inhuman  robbers  !  O  bring  back  my  foul ! 

[E hey  force  her  off.  He  rujhesin  upon  them,  and  is  taken* 
Poor  comfort  to  mankind,  that  they  can  lofe 
Their  lives  but  once — But,  oh  !  a  thoufand  times 
Be  torn  from  what  they  love. 

Enter  Rameses. 

Rameses. 

Par  have  I  waded  in  the  bloody  field, 

Laborious  through  the  Itubborn  ranks  of  war. 

And  trac’d  thee  in  a  labyrinth  of  death  ; 

But  thus  to  find  thee ! — Better  find  thee  dead  l 
Thefe  Haves  will  ufe  thee  ill. 

Memnon. 

Of  that  no  more ; 

Myron  is  dead,  and  by  this  arm. 

Rameses. 

I  thank  thee : 
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All  my  few  fpirits  left  exult  with  joy  ; 

Ill  chafe  and  fcourge  him  through  the  lower  world. 
Memnon. 

Alas,  thou  bleed’ll ! 

Rameses. 

Gurfe  on  the  tyrant’s  fword j 
I  bleed  to  death  :  But  could  not  leave  the  world 
Without  a  laft  embrace.  Juft  now  I  met 
The  poor  Mandane. 

Memnon. 

Quickly  fpeak.  Whatfaidlhef 
Rameses. 

Nothing  of  comfort ;  ceafe  to  alk  me  farther : 

If  you  meet  more,  your  meeting  will  be  fad.— 

Your  arm  !  I  faint — Ah  !  what  is  human  life  ? 

How,  like  the  dial’s  tardy- moving  lhade. 

Day  after  day  Hides  from  us  unperceiv’d ! 

The  cunning  fugitive  is  fwift  by  Health  ; 

Too  fubtle  is  the  movement  to  be  feen  ; 

Yet  foon  the  hour  is  up — and  we  are  gone.  ■ 

Farewel :  I  pity  thee.  [Dies, 

Memnon. 

Farewel,  brave  friend  1 
Would  I  could  bear  thee  company  to  reft  ; 

But  life  in  all  its  terrors  Hands  before  me. 

And  Ihuts  the  gates  of  peace  againft  my  wilhes.— 

Do  I  not  hear  a  peal  of  diftant  thunder  ? 

And  fee,  a  fudden  darknefs  Ihuts  the  day. 

And  quite  blots  out  the  fun  ! — But  what  to  me 
The  colour  of  the  Iky  ?  A  death-cold  dew 
Hangs  on  my  brow,  and  all  my  flacken’d  joints 
Are  Ihook  without  a  caufe— A  groan  !  From  whence  t 

Again  ! 
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Again  !  And  no  one  near  me  ?  Vain  delufion  !— 

I  fear  not  vain  !  I  fear  fome  ill  is  tow’rds  me, 

More  dreadful  fure  than  all  that’s  paft. — Mandane? 

I  hop’d  (he  was  at  peace,  and  paft  the  reach 
Of  this  ill  news ;  but  fuch  my  wayward  fate, 

I  cannot  a£k  a  curfe,  but  ’tis  deny’d  me  : 

And  could  I  wifh  I  ne’er  could  fee  her  more  ? 

Enter  Mandane,  guarded. 

Mandane. 

This  is  my  brother  :  A  fhort  privacy 
Is  a  fmall  favour  you  may  grant  a  foe. 

Guard. 

Let  it  be  fhort ;  we  may  not  wait  your  leifure. 
Memnon. 

’Tis  wond’rous  ftrange  ;  there’s  fomething  holds  me  from 
And  keeps  this  feet  fall  rooted  to  the  ground.  [her. 
This  is  the  laft  time  I  fhall  ever  pray.  [ Kneeling . 

To  me,  ye  gods,  confine  your  threaten’d  vengeance. 
And  I  will  blefs  your  mercies  while  I  fuffer  ! 

[Memnon  and  Mandane  advance  ftonuly  to  the  front  of 
the  ft  age. 

Mandane. 

What  didft  thou  pray  for  ? 

Memnon. 

For  thy  peace. 

Mandane. 


’Twas  kind. 

But  oh !  thofe  hands  in  bonds  deny  the  bleffing. 

For  which  they  earneftly  were  rais’d  to  heav’n— 
Memnon. 

I  fear  fo  too :  What  we  have  yet  to  do 
Muft  be  foon  done  :  This  meeting  is  our  laft. 

How  fhall  we  ufe  it  ? 


Man 
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Mandane. 

How  ?  Confult  thy  chains. 

And  my  calamities. 

Memn®n. 

Sad  counfellors. 

And  cruel  their  advice — Are  there  no  other  i 
Mandane. 

I  look  around — and  find  no  glimpfe  of  hope  j 
A  perfedt  night  of  horror  and  defpair. 

Memngn. 

Of  horror  and  defpair  indeed,  Mandane  : 

Canft  thou  believe  me  ?  Nay  can  I  believe 

Myfelf?  The  laft  thing  that  I  wilh’d  for  was — ’Tis  falfe  ! 

The  weight  of  my  misfortunes  hurts  my  mind. 

Mandane. 


Was  what  ? 


Memnon. 

I  dare  not  think;  to  think  is  to  look  down 
A  precipice  ten  thoufand  fathom  deep. 
That  turns  my  brain  ! — Oh  !  Oh  ! 

Mandane. 


Memnon ,  no  more  ; 

That  filence,  and  thofe  tears,  need  no  explaining  ; 
And  it  is  kind,  with  fuch  fevere  reludtance. 

To  think  upon  my  death — though  neceffary. 

Memnon. 

Ah  hold  !  You  plant  a  thoufand  daggers  here  i 
Talk  not  of  dying — I  difown  the  thought  ; 

Right  is  not  right,  and  reafon  is  not  reafon  ; 

All  is  diftradtion,  when  I  look  on  thee. 

O  all  ye  pitying  gods  !  dalh  out  from  nature 
Your  ftars,  your  fun,  but  let  Mandane  live. 
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Mandane. 

No ;  death  long  fince  was  my  confirm’d  refolve* 
Memnon. 


Myron  is  dead. 

Mandane. 

What  joy  a  heart  like  mine 
Can  feel,  it  feels - Had  he  been  never  born'. 


I  might  have  liv’d — ’tis  now — impoffible. 

Memnon, 

This  even  to  my  miferies  I  owe. 

That  it  difcovers  greater  virtues  ftill. 

In  her  my  foul  adores - O  my  Mandane  ! 

O  glorious  maid  !  then  thou  wdt  be  at  peace— 

[Memnon  walks  thoughtfully  ;  then  returns » 
Muft  I  furvive.  and  change  thy  tendernefs 
For  a  Hern  maker,  and  perpecual  chains  ? 

Long  I  may  groan  on  earth  to  fate  their  malice. 
Then  through  flow  torments  linger  into  death. 

No  fteel  to  flab,  no  wall  to  dafh  my  brain  ! 

Mandane. 


Ha! 


Memnon. 

Why  thus  fix’d  in  .hought?  What  mighty  birth 
Is  Iab’ring  in  your  foul  ?  Your  eyes  fpeak  wonders— 
Mandane. 

Will  not  the  blood-hounds  be  content  with  life  i 
Memnon. 

Alas,  Mandane  !  No  ;  they  ftudy  nature. 

To  find  out  all  her  fecret  feats  of  pain. 

And  carry  killing' to  a  dreadful  art: 

A  fimple  death  in  Egypt  is  for  friends. 

Mandane. 

O  then  it  muft  be  fo  ! — and  yet  it  cannot  !— 
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Memnon. 

What  means  this  fudden  palenefs  ? 

Mandase.  Feeling  in  her  bofotn,  Jhe fwoons. 

Heav’n  aflifl  me ! 

Memnon. 

My  love  !  Mandane!  hear  me,  my  efpous’d  ! 

My  deareft  heart !  the  infant  of  my  bofom  ! 

Whom  I  would  fofter  with  my  vital  blood. 

Mandane.  [Shews  a  dagger."] 

5Tis  well;  and  in  return,  I  give  thee— This# 

Memn  on. 

Millions  of  thanks,  thou  refuge  in  defpair. 

Mandane. 

Terrible  kindnefs  !  Horrid  mercy  !  Oh ! 

I  cannot  give  it  thee. 

Memnon. 

Full  well  I  know 

Thy  tender  foul,  and  I  mull  force  it  from  thee. 

\_As  he  is  firuggling  ’with  her for  the  dagger ,  Jhe  /peaks* 
Mandane. 

My  lord  !  my  foul !  myfelf!  you  tear  my  heart: 

Art  thou  not  dearer  to  my  eyes  than  light  ? 

Doft  thou  not  circulate  through  all  my  veins  ; 

Mingle  with  life,  and  form  my  very  foul  ? 

Memnon. 

Now,  monflers,  I  defy  you:  Fate  forbids 
A  long  farewel :  My  guard  may  interpofe, 

And  make  your  favour  vain — Thus,  only  thus.  [Em- 
And  now — [ Going  to  fab  hitnfelf.~\  \brace . 

Mandane.  [ Holds  his  arm.~\ 

Ah  no  !  Since  laft  I  faw  thee,  thrice  I  rais’d 
My  trembling  arm,  and  thrice  I  let  it  fall.— 


If 
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If  you  refufe  compafiicn  to  my  fex, 

Memnon  betrays  me,  and  is  Myron's  friend.—— 

Asia  poniard,  you  fupply  an -arm. 

And  I  fhall  ftill  be  happy  in  your  love. 

[After  a  paufe  of  afloni foment,  he  finks  gently  on  the  earth, 
Memnon. 


From  dreadful  to  more  dreadful  I  am  plung’d; 
And  find  in  deepeft  anguifb  deeper  Hill  : 

I  can’t  complain  in  common  with  mankind - — 

But  am  a  wretched  fpecies  all  alone  : 

Muft  I  not  only  lofe  thee,  but  be  curs’d 
To  fprinkle  my  own  hands  with  thy  life  blood  ? 

Mandane. 

It  cannot  be  avoided. 

Memnon. 

Nor  perform’d. 

Lift  up  my  hand  again!!  thee  as  a  foe  ! 

I  who  Ihould  fave  thee  from  thy  very  father. 

And  teach  thy  deareft  friends  to  ufe  thee  well, 
Make  kindnefs  kind,  and  foften  all  their  fmiles  l 
O,  my  Mandane  !  think  how  I  have  lov’d  !' 

O,  my  Mandane!  think  upon  thy  pow’r  ! 

How  often  haft  thou  feen  me  pale  with  joy. 

And  trembling  at  a  fmile  ?  And  fhall  I 
Mandane. 


Myron  /— 

[At  that  Memnon  foarts  up  fuddenly, 
Memnon. 

Ah  hold  !  I  charge  thee  hold  !  One  glance  that  way 
Awakes  my  hell,  and  blows  up  all  its  flames 
The  world  turns  round ;  my  heart  is  fick  to  death  ! 

O  my  diftrattion  !  perfett  lofs  of  thought  1 
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Mandane. 

Why  Hand  you  like  a  ftatue  ?  Are  you  dead  ? 

What  do  you  fold  fo  faft  within  your  arms  ? 

Why,  with  fix’d  eye-balls,  do  you  pierce  the  ground  ? 
Why  Ihift  your  place,  as  if  you  trod  on  fire  ? 

Why  gnaw  your  lip,  and  groan  fo  dreadfully  ? 

My  lord,  if  I  have  fpent  whole  live-long  nights 
In  tears,  and  figh’d  away  the  day  in  private. 

Only  opprefs’d  with  an  excefs  of  love, 

O  turn,  and  fpeak  to  me. 

Memnon. 

And  thefe,  no  doubt. 

Are  arguments  that  I  Ihould  draw  thy  blood.— 

No  child  was  ever  lull’d  upon  the  bread 
With  half  that  tendernefs  has  melted  from  thee, 

And  fell  like  balm  upon  my  wounded  foul ! 

And  fhall  I  murder  thee  f  Yes,  thus — thus — thus.— 

[Embracing  fome  time. 

Mandane. 

Alas !  my  lord  forgets  we  are  to  die. 

[Memnon  gazes  with  wonder  on  the  dagger . 
Memnon. 

By  heav’n,  I  had  ;  my  foul  had  took  her  flight 
In  blifs — Why,  is  not  this  our  bridal-day  ? 

Mandane. 

That  way  diftraftion  lies. 

Memnon. 

Indeed  it  does. 

Both. 


Oh!  Oh! 


Mandane. 

Thy  fighs  and  groans  are  lharper  than  thy  fteel. 
The  guard  is  on  us. 
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Then  it  mull  be  done- 

Sun  hide  thy  Face,  and  put  the  world  in  mourning. 
Though  blood  hart  out  for  tears,  ’tis  done — But  one. 
One  la.il;  embrace.  [As  he  embraces  her,  Jhe  hurjis  into  tears * 
Let  me  not  fee  a  tear — I  could  as  fooa 
-Stab  at  the  face  of  heav’n,  as  kill  thee  weeping. 
Mandane. 

5Tispaftj  I  am  compos’d.  ^ 

Memnon. 

And  now — and  now. 
Mandane. 

Be  not  fo  fearful ;  ’tis  the  fecond  blow 
Will  pain  my  heart— indeed  this  will  not  hurt  me. 
Memnon. 

O  thou  haft  ftung  my  foul  quite  through  and  through. 
With  thofe  kind  words  :  I  had  juft  fteel’d  my  breaft, 

[Dafhing  down  the  dagger*. 
And  thou  undo’ft  it  all— I  could  not  bear 
To  raze  thy  {kin  to  fave  the  world  from  ruin. 

Mandane.  [Stabs  herfelf.~\ 

If  you’re  a  woman,  I’ll  be  fomething  more. — 

I  lhall  not  tafte  of  heaven  till  you  arrive.  [Dies* 

Memnon. 

Struck  home — and  in  her  heart — She’s  dead  aLready-j 

And  now  with  me  all  nature  is  expir’d - - 

Mylovely  bride,  now  we  again  are  happy,  [Stabs himfelf. 
And  better  worlds  prepare  our  nuptial  bow’r.— 

Now  every  fplendid  ohjedl  of  ambition. 

Which  lately,  with  their  various  glolfes,  play’d 
Upon  my  brain,  and  fool’d  my  idle  heart. 

Are  taken  from  me  by  a  little  mill, 

And  all  the  world  is  vanilh’d.  [Dies. 

A  march 
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A  march  founded.  Enter  Nicanor  and  Syphoces, 
vidlorious. 

f  he  guards,  'which  are  advancing  to  the  bodies,  fly, 
Nicanor. 

The  day’s  our  own  ;  the  Pet-fan’s  angry  pow’rs 
Have  well  repaid  this  morning  infolence. 

And  turn’d  the  defperate  fortune  of  the  field. 

By  fure,  though  late,  relief. 

Syphoces. 

Nicanor,  friend, 

f  from  the  city  bring  you  welcome  news : 

My  guilty  letter  from  the  amorous  queen 
[  fpread  among!!  the  multitude ;  while  yet 
Their  blood  was  warm  with  reading  the  black  fcroll, 
Myris,  to  view  the  fortune  of  the  fight. 

Leaving  her  palace  for  the  Weftern  tow’r. 

Was  feiz’d,  torn,  fcatter’d,  on  the  guilty  fpot. 

Where  her  great  brother  fell. 

Nicanor, 

The  gods  are  juft» 
Syphoces. 

See  where  Bufris  comes ;  your  royal  captive. 

In  his  misfortune  great ;  an  awful  ruin  1 
And  dreadful  to  the  conqueror ! 

Nicanor.  [Advancing,  fees  the  bodies .] 

Sad  fight ! 

A  fight  that  teaches  triumph  how  to  mourn. 

And  more  than  juftifies  thefe  ftreaming  tears. 

Even  on  the  moment  that  my  country’s  fav’d 
From  fore  oppreffion,  and  inglorious  chains. 

[He  falls  on  his  attendants, 
A  great 
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A  great  Jhout.  Enter  B  u  s  i  r  i  s ,  wounded. 
Busiris. 

Conquer’d  ?  ’Tis  falfe;  I  am  your  mafter  ftill  j 
Your  mafter,  though  in  bonds:  You  ftand  aghaft 
At  your  good  fate,  and  trembling,  can’t  enjoy. 

Now,  from  my  foul,  I  hug  thefe  welcome  chains 
Which  (hew  you  all  Bujiris ,  and  declare 
Crowns  and  fuccefs  fuperfluous  to  my  fame.-^— 

You  think  this  ftreaming  blood  will  low’r  my  thought; 
No,  ye  miftaken  men,  I  fmile  at  death  j 
For  living  here,  is  living  all  alone  j 
To  me  a  real  folitude,  amid 
A  throng  of  little  beings  groveling  round  me  ; 

Which  yet  ufurp  one  common  lhape  and  name. 

I  thank  thefe  wounds,  thefe  raging  pains,  which  promife 
An  interview  with  equals  foon  elfewhere. 

[He  fees  Memnon. 

Ha  !  Dead  ?  ’Tis  well :  He  rofe  not  to  my  fword ; 

I  only  wilh’d  his  fate,  and  there  he  lies. 

Some,  when  they  die,  die  all ;  their  mould’ring  clay 
Is  but  an  emblem  of  their  memories ; 

The  fpace  quite  clofes  up  thro’  which  they  pafs’d : 
That  I  have  liv’d,  I  leave  a  mark  behind, 

Shall  pluck  the  fhining  age  from  vulgar  time. 

And  give  it  whole  to  late  pofterity  : 

My  name  is  writ  in  mighty  characters. 

Triumphant  columns,  and  eternal  domes, 

Whofe  fplendor  heighten  our  Egyptian  day, 

Whofe  ftrength  lhall  laugh  at  time,  till  their  great  balls. 
Old  earth  itfelf,  lhall  fail :  In  after-ages. 

Who  war  or  build,  lhall  build  or  war  from  me ; 

Grow 
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Grow  great  in  each  as  my  example  fires  j 
*Tis  I  of  art  the  future  wonders  raife  ; 

I  fight  the  future  battles  of  the  world.—— 

Great  Jove,  I  come !  Egypt,  thou  art  forfaken ;  {Sinks. 
Afia's  impoverifh’d  by  my  finking  glories ; 

And  the  world  leflens,  when  Bufiris  falls.  [Dies. 
Syphoces. 

Bear  the  dead  monarch  to  his  pyramid  ; 

And  for  what  ufe  fo-e’er  it  was  defign’d 
By  that  high-minded,  but  miftaken,  man. 

There  let  him  lie  magnificent  in  death  ; 

Great  was  his  life,  great  be  his  monument  5 
And  on  Bufiris ’  nephew,  young  Arfaeis^ 

Of  gentler  fpirit,  let  the  crown  devolve. 

From  this  day’s  vengeance,  let  the  nations  know, 
Jove  lays  the  pride  of  haughtieft  monarchs  low; 
ABd  they,  who  kindled  with  ambitious  fire. 

In  arts  and  arms  with  moll  fuccefs  afpire, 

If  void  of  virtue,  but  provoke  their  doom, 

Grafp  at  their  fate,  and  build  themfelves  a  tomb. 
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EPILOGUE. 


By  a  F  R  I  E  N  D. 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  Oldfjeld. 


E  race  of  critics,  dull,  judicious  rogues. 

To  mournful  plays  deny  brifk  Epilogues  : 

Each  gentle  fwain,  and  tender  -nymph,  fay  they. 

From  a  fad  tale  Jhould  go  in  tears  away  ; 

From  hence  quite  home  Jhould  flreams  of for  row  Jhtd, 
And,- drown  d  in  grief,  fteal  fupperlefs  to  led. 

This  doiirine  is  Jo  grave  the  Sparks  won't  bear  it  ; 
They  love  to  go  in  humour  to  their  claret. 

The  Cit,  who  owns  a  little  fun  worth  buying. 

Holds  half-a-crown  too  much  to  pay  for  crying  : 

Befides,  who  knows,  without  thefe  healing  arts , 

But  Love  might  turn  your  heads,  and  break  your  hearts’. 
And  the  poor  Author,  by  imagin' d  woes, 

Might  people  Beth’lem  with  our  Belles  and  Beaux  ? 

Hence  I,  who  lately  bid  adieu  to  pleafure, 

Robb'd  of  my  fpoufe,  and  my  dear  virgin  treafure  ; 
l,  whom  you  faw,  dcfpairing,  breathe  my  laf, 

Am  free  and  eafy,  as  if.  nought  had  paf  ; 

Again  put  on  my  airs,  and  play  my  fan  ; 

And  fear  no  more  that  dreadful  creature,  Man. 
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—But  'whence  does  this  malicious  mirth  begin  ?  ■ 

I  know,  ye  beajis,  you  reckon  it  no  fin, 

’Tie  Jlrange  that  crimes  the  fame,  in  different  flays, 
Should  move  our  horror ,  and  our  laughter  raifie. 

Love's  Jove  fecure  the  comic  Actor  tries  ; 

But,  if  he's  wicked,  in  blank  verfe  he  dies. 

The farce,  where  wives  prove  frail,  fill  makes  the  hefi  J 
And  the  poor  cuckold  is  a  Jlandingjefi  : 

But  our  brave  bard,  a  virtuous  fan  of  Ills, 

Counts^  a  bold  Jiroke  in  Love  among  the  vices ; 

In  blood  and  vjounds  a  guilty  land  he  dips  ye. 

And  wajles  an  empire  for  one  ravijh'd  gypfy . 

What  jnufiy  morals  fill  an  Oxford  head, 

To  notions  of  pedantic  virtue  bred ! 

There  each  fiijf  Don  at  gallantry  exclaims. 

And  calls  Fine  men  and  Ladies  filthy  names  j 
They  tell  you  Rakes  and  Jilts  corrupt  a  nation ; 

—Such  is  the  prejudice  of  education  ! 

You,  who  know  better  things,  will  fur  e  approve 
Thefe  fcenes,  that  fhew  the  boundlefs  power  of  Love, 

Let,  when  they  will,  th ’  Italian  Things  appear. 

This  play,  we  trufi,  Jhall  throng  an  audience  here , 

Bold  Myron’r  pajfion,  up  to  frenzy  wrought, 

W iuld  ill  be  warbled  through  an  Eunuch's  throat : 

His  part,  at  leaf,  his  part  requires  a  Man ; 

Let  Nicolaai  alt  it,  if  he  can . 
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PROLOGUE, 


By  a  F  R  I E  N  D. 


Q  .F  7"  has  the  bujkin'd  mufe,  with  afiian  mean , 
Debas'd  the  glory  of  the  'Tragic  fcene  ; 

While  puny  villains,  drefs'd  in  purple  pride. 

With  crimes  obfcene  the  heaven-born  rage  help’d. 

To  her  belongs  to  mourn  the  Hero’s  fate. 

To  trace  the  errors  of  the  Wife  and  Great ; 

To  mark  th’  excefs  of  pajjions  too  refin’d. 

And  paint  the  tumults  of  a  God-like  ?nind ; 

Where,  mix’d  with  rage,  exalted  thoughts  combine. 

And  darkefi  deeds  with  beauteous  colours  Jhine. 

Such  lights  and Jhades  in  a  well-mingl’ d  draught , 

By  curious  touch  of  artful pencil  wrought , 

With  foft  deceit  amufe  the  doubtful  eye , 

Pleas’d  with  the  conflidt  of  the  various  dye. 

Thus,  thro'  the  following  feenes,  with  fweet  furprize , 
Virtue  and  guilt  in  dread  confufion  rife ; 

And  Love  and  Hate,  at  once,  and  Grief  and  Joy , 

Pity  and  Rage,  their  mingled  force  employ . 

Here  the  foft  Virgin  fees,  with  fecret  Jhame, 

Her  charms  ex  cell’d  by  friendfhip’s  purer  fame } 
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Forc'd,  with  reluff  ant  virtue,  to  approve 
The  generous  Hero,  who  rejeffs  her  love. 

Behold  him  there  with  gloomy  paftions  fain  dy 
A  wife  fufpeffed,  and  an  injur'd  friend  ; 

Yet  fuch  the  toil  vohere  innocence  is  caught. 

That  rajh  fufpicion  fee*, is  without  a  fault. 

We  dread  a  while,  lefi  beauty  Jhould  fucceed. 
And  almoft  vsijh  tv' n  virtue's  felf  may  bleed. 

Mark  well  the  black  Revenge,  the  cruel  Guiley 
The  traitor-fiend  trampling  the  lovely  fpoil. 

Of  Beauty,  Truth,  and  Innocence  opprefs'd ; 

Then  let  the  rage  of  furies  fire  your  breaft. 

Yet  may  his  mighty  wrongs,  his  juft  difidain* 
His  bleeding  country,  his  lov'd  father  fain. 

His  martial  pride,  your  admiration  raife , 

And  crown  him  with  involuntary  praift. 


^oftQoro, 
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Dramatis  Perfonae* 


MEN. 

Don  Alonzo,  the  Spanijh  General,  Mr.  Booth;. 

Don  Carlos,  his  friend,  Mr.  Wilks. 

Don  Alvarez,  a  Courtier,  Mr. Thurmond. 

Don  Manuel,  Attendant  of  Don 

r.  i  Mr.  Williams. 

Carlos,  j 

Zanga,  a  Captive il/cw,  Mr.  Mills. 

WOMEN. 

Lfonora,  Alvarez’s  Daughter,  Mrs. Porter. 

Isabella,  the  Moor's  Miftrefs,  Mrs. .Horton, 
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REVENGE. 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Zanga. 

Zanga. 

WHETHER  firft  nature,  or  long  want  of  peace. 
Has  wrought  my  mind  to  this,  I  cannot  tell ; 
But  horrors  now  are  not  difpleafing  to  me ; 

I  like  this  rocking  of  the  battlements. 

Rage  on,  ye  winds ;  burft,  clouds,  and  waters  roar  1 
You  bear  a  juft  refemblance  of  my  fortune. 

And  fuit  the  gloomy  habit  of  my  foul. 

[Enter  Ifabella. 

Who’s  there  ?  My  love  ! 

Isabella. 

Why  have  you  left  my  bed  ? 
Your  abfence  more  affrights  me  than  the  ftorm. 

E  S  Zajig^. 
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Zanga. 

The  dead  alone,  in  fuch  a  night  can  reft ; 

And  I  indulge  my  meditation  here. 

Woman,  away :  I  choofe  to  be  alone. 

IsaEELLA. 

I  know  you  do,  and  therefore  will  not  leave  you  j 
Excufe  me,  Zanga,  therefore  dare  not  leave  you. 

Is  this  a  night  for  walks  of  contemplation? 

Something  unufual  hangs  upon  your  heart, 

And  I  will  know  it ;  by  our  loves,  I  will. 

To  you  I  facrific’d  my  virgin  fame  ; 

Aik  I  too  much  to  fhare  in  your  diftrefs  ? 

Zanga. 

In  tears  ?  Thou  fool !  Then  hear  me,  and  be  plung’d 
In  hell’s  abyfs,  if  ever  it  efcape  thee. 

To  ftrike  thee  with  aftonilhment  at  once, 

I  hate  Alonzo.  Firft  recover  that. 

And  then  thou  lhalt  hear  farther. 

Isabella. 

Hate  Alonzo ! 

I  own,  I  thought  Alonzo  moft  your  friend ; 

And  that  he  loft  the  mailer  in  that  name. 

Zanga. 

Hear  then  :  ’Tis  twice  three  years  fince  that  great  man 
(Great  let  me  call  him  ;  for  he  conquer’d  me) 

Made  me  the  captive  of  his  arm  in  fight : 

He  flew  my  father,  and  threw  chains  o’er  me. 

While  I,  with  pious  rage,  purfu’d  revenge  : 
l  then  was  young ;  he  plac’d  me  near  his  perfon. 

And  thought  me  not  difhonour’d  by  his  fervice. 

One  day  (may  that  returning  day  be  night. 

The  ftain,  the  curfe  of  each  fucceeding  year  !) 
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For  fomething,  or  for  nothing,  in  his  pride 
He  ftruck  me  ;  (While  I  tell  it,  do  I  live  ?) 

He  fmote  me  on  the  cheek — I  did  not  ftab  him  ; 

For  that  were  poor  revenge — E’er  fince,  his  folly 
Has  drove  to  bury  it  beneath  a  heap 
Of  kindnelfes,  and  thinks  it  is  forgot. 

Infolent  thought  1  and  like  a  fecond  blow  ! 

Affronts  are  innocent,  where  men  are  worthlefs  ; 

And  fuch  alone  can  wifely  drop  revenge. 

Isabella. 

But  with  more  temper,  Zanga,  tell  your  ftory  : 

To  fee  your  ftrong  emotions  ftartles  me. 

Zanga. 

Yes,  woman,  with  a  temper  that  befits  it.. 

Has  the  dark  adder  venom  ?  So  have  I, 

'When  trod  upon.  Proud  Spaniard ,  thou  fhalt  feel  me  ! 
For  from  that  day,  that  day  of  my  diihonour, 

I  from  that  day  have  curs’d  the  riling  fun. 

Which  neyer  fail’d  to  tell  me  of  my  lhame : 

I  from  that  day  have  bleft  the  coming  night,. 

Which  promis’d  to  conceal  it ;  but  in  vain  ; 

The  blow  return’d  for  ever  in  my  dream  : 

Yet  on  I  toil’d,  and  groan’d  for  an  occafion. 

Of  ample  vengeance  :  None  is  yet  arriv’d.. 

Howe’er,  at  prefent  I  conceive  warm  hopes 
Of  what  may  wound  him  fore,  in  his  ambition 
Life  of  his  life,  and  dearer  than  his  foul. 

By  nightly  march  he  purpos’d  to  furprize 
The  Moorijb' camp  ;  but  1  have  taken  care 
They  (hall  be  ready  to  receive  his  favour. 

Failing  in  this,  a  caft  of  utmofl:  moment. 

Would  darken  all  the  conquefts  he  has  won. 

F  6  Isa» 
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To  whom 


Isabella. 

Juft  as  I  enter’d  an  exprefs  arriv’d. 

Zanga. 

Isabella. 

His  friend,  Don  Carlos. 

Zanga. 

Be  propitious, 

O  Mahomet ,  on  this  important  hour. 

And  give  at  length  my  familh’d  foul  revenge  ! 

What  is  revenge,  but  courage  to  call  in 
Our  honour’s  debts,  and  wifdom  to  convert 
Others’  felf-love  into  our  own  prete&ion  ? 

But  fee  the  morning  ray  breaks  in  upon  us ; 

I’ll  feek  Don  Carlos ,  and  enquire  my  fate.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Manuel  and  Don  Carlos. 

Manuel. 

My  lord  Don  Carlos ,  what  brings  your  exprefs  1 
Carlos. 

Alonzo's  glory,  and  the  Moors  defeat. 

The  field  is  ftrow’d  with  twice  ten  thoufand  Bain, 
Though  he  fufpe&s  his  meafures  were  betray’d. 

He’ll  foon  arrive.  O  how  I  long  t’embrace 
The  firft  of  heroes,  and  the  beft  of  friends !— 

I  lov’d  fair  Leonora  long  before 

The  chance  of  battle  gave  me  to  the  Moors,} 

From  whom  fo  late  Alonzo  fet  me  free; 

And  while  I  groan’d  in  bondage,  I  deputed 
This  great  Alonzo ,  whom  her  father  honours. 

To  be  my  gentle  advocate  in  love, 

To  Itir  her  heart,  and  fan  its  fires,  for  me. 

Manvel. 


And  what  fuccefs  ? 
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Carlos. 

Alas !  the  cruel  maid— 

Indeed,  her  father,  who,  though  high  at  court. 

And  powerful  with  the  king,  has  wealth  at  heart. 

To  heal  his  devaftations  from  the  Moors, 

Knowing  I’m  richly  freighted  from  the  Eaft, 

My  fleet  now  failing  in  the  fight  of  Spain, 

(Heav’n  guard  it  fafe  through  fuch  a  dreadful  ftorm  !) 
Carefles  me,  and  urges  her  to  wed. 

Manuel. 

Her  aged  father,  fee  !  leads  her  this  way. 

Carlos. 

She  looks  like  radiant  youth 
Brought  forward  by  the  hand  of  hoary  time— 

You  to  the  port  with  fpeed ;  ’tis  poflible 
Some  vefiel  is  arriv’d  :  Heav’n  grant  it  bring 
Tidings,  which  Carlos  may  receive  with  joy  t 

Enter  Alvarez  and  Leonora. 

Alvarez. 

Don  Carlos,  I  am  labouring  in  your  favour 
With  all  a  parent’s  foft  authority. 

And  earpeft  counfel. 

Carlos. 

Angels  fecond  you  1 
For  all  my  blifs  or  mifery  hangs  on  it. 

Alvarez. 

Daughter,  the  happinefs  of  life  depends 
On  our  difcretion,  and  a  prudent  choice} 

Look  into  thofe  they  call  unfortunate. 

And  clofer  view’d,  you’ll  find  they  are  unwife: 

Some  flaw  in  their  own  conduct  lies  beneath, 
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And  ’tis  the  trick  of  fools  to  fave  their  credit, 

Which  brought  another  language  into  ufe. 

Don  Carlos  is  of  antient,  noble  blood  ; 

And  then  his  wealth  might  mend  a  prince’s  fortune: 
For  him  the  fun  is  labouring  in  the  mines, 

A  faithful  Have,  and  turning  earth  to  gold  : 

His  keels  are  freighted  with  that  facred  pow’r. 

By  which  ev’n  kings  and  emperors  axe  made. 

Sir,  you  have  my  good  wifnes  ;  and  I  hope  [To  Carlos. 
My  daughter  is  not  indifpos’d  to  hear  you.  [Exit  Alv. 
Carlos. 

O  Leonora  !  why  art  thou  in  tears  ? 

Becaufe  I  am  lefs  wretched  than  I  was  ? 

Before  your  father  gave  me  leave  to  woo  you, 

Kulh’d  was  your  bofom,  and  your  eye  ferene. 

Will  you  for  ever  help  me  to  rev/  pains, 

And  keep  referves  oh  torment  in  your  hand. 

To  let  them  loofe  on  every  dawn  of  joy? 

Leonora. 

Think  you  my  father  too  indulgent  to  me,. 

That  he  claims  no  dominion  o’er  my  tears  ? 

A  daughter  fure  may  be  right  dutiful, 

Whofe  tears  alone  are  free  from  areftraint— 

Carlos. 

Ah  my  torn  heart ! 

Leonora, 

Regard  not  me,  my  Iordj 

I  lhall  obey  my  father. 

Carlos. 

Difobey  him, 

Rather  than  come  thus  coldly  :  than  come  thus 
With  ablent  eyes,  and  alienated  mien, 

Suffering 
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Suffering  addrefs,  thevi&im  of  my  love. 

O  let  me  be  undone  the  common  way, 

And  have  the  common  comfort  to  be  pity’d. 

And  not  be  ruin’d  in  the  mafk  of  blifs. 

And  fobe  envy’d,  and  be  wretched  too  ! 

Love  calls  for  Love.  Not  all  the  pride  of  beauty  ; 
Thofe  eyes,  that  tell  us  what  tire  fun  is  made  of  ; 
Thofe  lips,  whofe  touch  is  to  be  bought  with  life ; 
Thofe  hills  of  driven  fnow,  which  feen  are  felt  ; 

All  thefe  poffeft  are  nought,  but  as  they  are 
The  proof,  the  fubltance  of  an  inward  paffion. 

And  the  rich  plunder  of  a  taken  heart. 

Leonora. 

Alas !  my  lord,  we  are  too  delicate  ; 

And  when  we  grafp  the  happinefs  we  wifh’d. 

We  call  on  wit  to  argue  it  away  : 

A  plainer  man  would  not  feel  half  your  pains  j 
But  fomehave  too  much  wifdom  to  be  happy. 
Carlos. 

Had  I  known  this  before,  it  had  been  well ; 

I  had  not  then  folicited  your  father 
|  To  add  to  my  diftrefs ;  as  you  behave. 

Your  father’s  kindnefs  ilabs  me  to  the  heart. 

Give  me  your  hand — Nay,  give  it,  Leonora: 

You  give  it  not ; — nay,  yet  you  give  it  not— 

I  ravilh  it.— — 

Leonora. 

I  pray,  my  lord,  no  more. 

Carlos 

Ah!  why  fo  fad  ?  You  know  each  figh  does  fhakeme  5 

Sighs  there,  are  tempefts  here. - — 

I’ve  heard,  bad  men  would  be  unbleft  in  heav’n  : 

What 
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What  is  my  guilt,  that  makes  me  To  with  you  ? 

Have  I  not  languilh’d  proftrate  at  thy  feet  ?  . 

Havel  not  liv’d  whole  days  upon  thy  fight  ? 

Have  I  not  feen  thee  where  thou  haft  not  been  ? 

And  mad  with  the  idea,  clafp’d  the  wind. 

And  doated  upon  nothing  ? 

Leonora. 

Court  me  not. 

Good  Carlos ,  by  recounting  of  my  faults. 

And  telling  how  ungrateful  I  have  been  : 

Alas !  my  lord,  if  talking  would  prevail, 

.1  could  fuggeft  much  better  arguments. 

Than  thofe  regards  you  threw  away  on  me  ; 

Your  valour,  honour,  wifidom,  prais’d  by  all: 

But  bid  phyficians  talk  our  veins  to  temper. 

And  with  an  argument  new-fet  a  pulfe  ; 

Then  think,  my  lord,  of  reafoning  into  love. 

Carlos. 

Muft  I  then  defpair  ?  Do  not  fhake  me  thus ; 

My  tempeft-beaten  heart  is  cold  to  death: 

Ah  !  turn,  and  let  me  warm  me  in  thy  beauties. 
Heav’ns !  what  a  proof  I  gave,  but  two  nights  paft. 

Of  matchlefs  love  !  To  fling  me  at  thy  feet, 

I  flighted  friendlhip,  and  I  flew  from  fame  ; 

Nor  heard  the  fummons  of  the  next  day’s  battle  : 

But  darting  headlong  to  thy  arms,  I  left 
The  promis’d  fight ;  I  left  Alonzo  too. 

To  ilaud  the  war,  and  quell  a  world  alone.  \TrumpetSs 
Leonor  a. 

The  vi&or  comes.  My  lord,  I  muft  withdraw. 
Carlos. 

And  muft  you  go  ? 
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Leonora. 

Why  fhould  you  wilh  my  flay  ? 
Your  friend’s  arrival  will  bring  comfort  to  you. 

My  prelence  none  ;  it  pains  you  and  myfelf: 

For  both  our  fakes,  permit  me  to  withdraw.  [Exit  Leon. 
Carlos. 

Sure,  there’s  no  peril,  but  in  love.  O  how 
My  foes  would  boaft  to  fee  me  look  fo  pale  ! 

Enter  Alonzo.. 

Carlos. 


Alonzo  ! 


Alonzo. 

Carlos  /—I  am  whole  again  : 

Clafpt  in  thy  arms,  it  makes  my  heart  entire. 

Carlos. 

Whom  dare  I  thus  embrace  ?  The  conqueror  of  Africl  £ 
Alonzo. 

Yes,  much  more  ;  Don  Carlos'  friend. 

The  conqueft  of  the  world  would  coll  me  dear. 

Should  it  beget  one  thought  of  diftance  in  thee  ; 

I  rife  in  virtues  to  come  nearer  thee  : 

I  conquer  with  Don  Carlos  in  my  eye  ; 

And  thus  I  claim  my  victory's  reward.  \Embracinghinu 


Carlos.. 

A  vittory  indeed  !  Your  godlike  arm 
Has  made  one  fpot  the  grave  of  Africa, 

Such  numbers  fell  ;  and  the  furvivors  fled 
As  frighted  paflfengers  from  off  the  Itrand, 

When  the  tempeftuous  fea  comes  roaring  on  them. 
Alonzo. 

’Twas  Carlos  conquer’d  ;  ’twas  his  cruel  chains 
Inflam’d  me  to  a  rage  unknown  before, 

And  threw  my  former  aCtions  far  behind. 

Car* 
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Carlos. 

I  love  fair  Leonora :  How  I  love  her  1 
Yet  ft  ill  I  find  (I  know  not  how  it  is) 

Another  heart,  another  foul,  for  thee: 

Thy  friendlhip  warms,  it  raifes,  it  tranfports 
Like  muiic;  pare  the  joy  without  allay  ; 

Whofe  very  rapture  is  tranquillity  : 

But  love,  like  wine,  gives  a  tumultuous  blifsr 
Heighten’d  indeed  beyond  all  mortal  pleafures .5 
But  mingles  pang?  and  madnefs  in  the  bowl. 

Enter  Zanga. 

Zanga. 

Manuel,  my  lord,  returning  from  the  port,. 

On  bufinefs,  both  of  moment  and  ot  hafte. 

Humbly  begs  leave  to  fpeak  in  private  with  you. 
Carlos. 

In  private  ? — Ha — Alonzo ,  I’ll  return  ; 

No  bufinefs  can  detain  me  long  from  thee,  [Exit  Ca ri 
Zanga. 

My  lord  Alonzo ,  I  obey’d  your  orders. 

Alonzo. 

Will  the  fair  Leonora  pafs  this  way  i 
Zanga. 

She  will,  my  lord  ;  and  foorn 
Alonzo. 

Come  near  me,  Zanga} 
For  I  dare  open  all  my  heart  to  thee. 

Never  was  fuch  a  day  of  triumph  known  ! 

There’s  not  a  wounded  captive  in  my  train. 

That  flowly  follow’d  my  proud  chariot  wheels. 

With  half  a  life,  and  beggary,  and  chains. 

But  is  a  god  to  me :  I  am  moll  wretched. 
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[n  his  captivity,  thou  know’ll,  Don  Carlos , 

My  friend,  (and  never  was  a  friend  more  dear) 

Deputed  me  his  advocate  in  love. 

To  talk  to  Leonora's  heart,  and  make 
A  tender  party  in  her  thoughts,  for  him. 

What  did  I  do  ?  I  lov’d  myfelf.  Indeed, 

One  thing  there  is  might  lellen  my  offence 
(If  fuch  offence  admits  of  being  leffen’d) ; 

I  thought  him  dead  ;  for  (by  what  fate  I  know  not) 

His  letters  never  reach’d  me. 

Zanga.  [AJide.] 

Thanks  to  Zanga , 

Who  thence  contriv’d  that  evil  which  has  happen’d. 
Alonzo. 

Yes,  curs’d  of  heav’n  !  I  lov’d  myfelf ;  and  now. 

In  a  late  attion  refcued  from  the  Moors, 

I  have  brought  home  my  rival  in  my  friend. 

Zanga. 

We  hear,  my  lord,  that  in  that  aftion  too. 

Your  interpoling  arm  preferv’d  his  life. 

Alonzo. 

It  did— with  more  than  the  expence  of  mine  ; 

For,  O  !  this  day  is  mentioned  for  their  nuptials. 

But  fee,  Ihe  comes — I’ll  take  my  leave,  and  die. 

Zanga.  [Jjide.] 

Hadft  thou  a  thoufand  lives,  thy  death  would  pleafe  me. 
Unhappy  fate  !  My  country  overcome  ; 

.  My  fix  years  hope  of  vengeance  quite  expir’d  ! — >— *■ 
Would  nature  were — I  will  not  fall  alone  ; 

But  others’  groans  lhall  tell  the  world  my  death. 


Enter 
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Enter  Leonora. 

Alonzo. 

When  nature  ends  with  angrifir  like  to  this. 

Sinners  lhall  take  their  iaii  leave  of  the  fun. 

And  bid  the  light  adieu. 

Leono  RA. 

The  mighty  conqueror 

Difmay’d  !  I  thought  you  gave  the  foe  your  forrows. 
Al  onzo. 

O  cruel  infult!  are  thofe  tears  your  fport. 

Which  nothing  but  %  love  for  you  could  draw? 

Jfrick  I  quell’d,  in  hope  by  that  to  purchafe 
Your  leave  to  figh  unfcorn’d  ,  but  I  complain  not 
’Twas  but  a  world  $  and  you  are — Leonora. 

Leonora. 

That  paflion,  which  you  boaft  of,  is  your  guilt ; 

A  treafon  to  your  friend.  You  think  mean  of  me. 

To  plead  your  crimes  as  motives  of  my  love.. 
Alonzo. 

You,  Madam,  ought  to  thank  thofe  crimes  you  blame  j 
’Tis  they  permit  you  to  be  thus  inhuman, 

Without  the  cenfure  both  of  earth  and  heav’n— 

I  fondly  thought  a  laft  look  might  be  kind. 

Farewel  for  ever. — This  fevere  behaviour 
Has,  to  my  comfort,  made  it  fweet  to  die. 

Leonora.  \AjiJe.~] 

Farewel  for  ever  ! — Sweet  to  die  ! — O  hear’n  l 
Alonzo,  flay  ;  you  mail  not  thus  efcape  me  ; 

But  hear  your  guilt  at  large. 

Alonzo. 

O  Leonora  / 

Wh^t  could  I  do  ?  In  duty  to  my  friend. 
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I  faw  you  ;  and  to  fee  is  to  admire  : 

For  Carlos  did  I  plead,  and  moft  fincerelyj 
Witnefs  the  thoufand  agonies  it  coft  me  : 

You  know  i  did ;  I  fought  but  your  efteem  ; 

If  that  is  guilt,  an  angel  had  been  guilty  : 

I  often  figh’d  ;  nay  wept ;  but  could  not  help  it ; 

And  fure  it  is  no  crime  to  be  in  pain  ! 

But  grant  my  crime  was  great,  I’m  greatly  curs’d. 
What  would  you  more  ?  Am  I  not  moft  undone  ? 

This  ufage  is  like  ftamping  on  the  murder’d. 

When  life  is  fled ;  moft  barbarous  and  unjuft. 

Leonora.  [Going.] 

If  from  your  guilt  none  fuffer’d  but  yourfelf, 

It  might  be  fo.  - Farewel. 

Alonzo. 

Who  fuffers  with  me  ? 
Leonora. 

Enjoy  your  ignorance,  and  let  me  go. 

Alonzo. 

Alas !  what  is  there  I  can  fear  to  know. 

Since  I  already  know  your  hate  ?  Your  aflions 
Have  long  fince  told  me  that. 

Leonora. 

They  flatter’d  you. 
Alonzo. 

How  ?  Flatter’d  me  ! 

Leonora, 

O  fearch  in  fate  no  further ! 
I  hate  thee,  O  Alonzo  !  How  I  hate  thee  ! 

A  lonzo. 

Indeed !  and  do  you  weep  for  hatred  too  ? 

O  what  a  doubtful  torment  heaves  my  heart !  - 

I  hope  it  molt — and  yet  I  dread  it  more. 


Should 
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Should  it  be  fo ;  Ihould  her  tears  flow  from  thence ; 
How  would  my  foul  blaze  up  in  ecftafy  ! 

Ah,  no  !  How  fink  into  the  depth  of  horrors  I 
Leonora. 

Why  would  you  force  my  flay  ? 

Alonzo. 

What  mean  thefe  tears  f 
Leonora. 

f  I  weep  by  chance  ;  nor  have  my  tears  a  meaning— 
But,  O  !  when  I  firft  faw  Alonzo’s  tears, 

I  knew  their  meaning  well. 

[  Alon  .falls  pajjlonately  on  his  knees ,  and  takes  her  hand. 
Alonzo. 

Heavens,  what  is  this  ?  That  excellence  for  which 
Defire  was  planted  in  the  heart  of  man  ; 

Virtue’s  fupreme  reward  on  this  fide  heav’n ; 

The  cordial  of  my  foul !  and  this  deftroys  me— 
Indeed  I  flatter’d  me  that  thou  didft  hate. 

Leonora. 

Alonzo ,  pardon  me  the  injury 

Of  loving  you  :  I  flruggled  with  my  pafiion. 

And  flruggled  long  ;  let  that  be  fome  excufe. 

Alonzo. 

Unkind!  You  know  I  think  your  love  a  blelfing 
Beyond  all  human  blefiings ;  ’tis  the  price 


Of  fighs  and  groans,  and  a  whole  year  of  dying: 
But  O  the  curfe  of  curfes  1  O  my  friend  ! 

Leonora. 


Alas ! 


Alonzo. 

What  fays  my  love  ? - Speak,  Leonora « 

‘i  EONOR  A  ■ 

Was  it  for  you,  my  lord,  to  be  fo  quick, 
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In  finding  out  objections  to  our  love  ? 

Think  you  fo  flrong  my  love,  or  weak  my  virtue. 
It  was  unfafe  to  leave  that  part  to  me  ? 

Alonzo. 

Is  not  the  day  then  fix’d  for  your  efpoufals  i 
Leonora. 

Indeed,  my  father  once  had  thought  that  way  ; 
But  marking  how  the  marriage  pain’d  my  heart. 
Long  he  flood  doubtful ;  but  at  laft  refolv’d 
Your  counfel,  which  determines  him  in  all. 

Should  finifh  the  debate. 

Alonzo. 

O  agony  1 

Mufl  I  not  only  lofe  her,  but  be  made 
Myfelf  the  inltrument  ?  Not  only  die, 

But  plunge  the  dagger  in  my  heart  myfelf? 

This  is  refining  on  calamity. 

Leonora. 

What !  do  you  tremble,  left  you  fhould  be  mine  ? 
For  what  elfe  can  you  tremble  ?  Not  for  that 
My  father  places  in  your  power  to  alter. 

Alonzo. 

What’s  in  my  power  ? — O  yes,  to  flab  my  friend! 
Leonora. 

To  flab  your  friend  were  barbarous  indeed  ! 

Spare  him  —and  murder  me- — I  own,  Alonzo, 

You  may  well  wonder  at  fuch  words  as  thefe ; 

I  flart  at  them;  myfelf ;  the>  fright  my  nature  : 
Great  is  ir.y  fault;  but  blame  not  me  alone : 

Givt  him  a  little  blame,  who  took  fuch  pains 
To  make  me  guilty. 

Alonzo, 

-•  '  Torment  ! 

\_Ajter  a  paufe,  Leonora  /peaks. 
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Leonora. 

O  my  fhame ! 

I  fue,  and  fue  in  vain  ;  it  is  mod  juft : 

When  women  fue,  they  fue  to  be  deny’d. 

You  hate  me,  you  defpife  me:  You  do  well : 
For  what  I’ve  done,  I  hate  and  fcorn  myfelf. 
O  night  fall  on  me !  I  fh.all  blulh  to  death. 

Alonzo. 


Firft  perifh  all. 

Leonora. 

Say ;  what  have  you  refolv’d  ? 

My  father  comes ;  what  anfwer  will  you  give  him  ? 
Alonzo. 

What  anfwer  ?  Let  me  look  upon  that  face. 

And  read  it  there — Devote  thee  to  another! 

Not  to  be  borne  !  A  fecond  look  undoes  me. 
Leonora. 

And  why  undo  you  ?  Is  it  then,  my  lord. 

So  terrible  to  yield  to  your  own  wifhes, 

Becaufe  they  happen  to  concur  with  mine  ? 

Cruel !  to  take  fuch  pains  to  win  a  heart. 

Which  you  was  confcious  you  muft  break  with  parting. 

Alonzo.  [ Runs  and  embraces  her.] 

No,  Leonora  ;  I  am  thine  for  ever, 

In  fpight  of  Carlos — Ha  !  Who’s  that  ?  My  friend ! 

[Starts  wide  from  her . 
Alas !  I  fee  him  pale  ;  I  hear  his  groans : 

He  foams,  he  tears  his  hair,  he  raves,  he  bleeds ; 

(I  know  him  by  myfelf)  he  dies  diftradled. 

Leonora. 

How  dreadful  to  be  cut  from  what  we  love! 


Alossc-. 


Ah  !  fpeak  no  more. 
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Oh! 


Leonora. 

And  ty’d  to  what  we  hate! 
Alonzo. 


Leonora. 

Is  it  poffibfe  ? 

Alonzo. 

Death ! 
Leonora. 

✓ 

Alonzo. 


Can  youf 

Oh  — 


Yes,  take  a  limb;  but  let  my  virtue  ’fcape. 

Alas !  my  foul,jthis  moment  I  die  for  thee.  [Breaks  away. 
Leonora. 

And  are  .you  perjur’d  then  for  virtue’s  fake  i 
How  often  have  you  fwom  ?  But  go  for  ever. — [Swtous. 
Alonzo. 

Heart  of  my  heart,  and  eftence  of  my  joy  ! 

Where  art  thou?  —  O,  I’m  thine,  and  thine  for  ever ! 
The  groans  of  friendlhip  (hall  be  heard  no  more  ; 

Tor  whatfoever  crimes  I  can  commit, 

I’ve  felt  the  pains  already. 

Leonora. 

Hold,  Alonzo ; 

And  hear  a  maid,  whom  doubly  thou  haft  conquer’d: 

I  love  thy  virtue,  as  I  love  thy  perfon ; 

And  I  adore  thee  for  the  pain  it  gave  me  : 

But  as  I  felt  the  pain,  I’ll  reap  the  fruit ; 

I’ll  Ihine  out  in  my  turn,  and  (hew  the  world 
Thy  great  example  was  not  loft  upon  me. 

Be  it  enough,  that  I  have  once  been  guilty  ; 

In  fight  of  fuch  a  pattern,  to  perfift, 
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Ill  fuits  a  perfon  honour’d  with  your  love. 

My  other  titles  to  that  blifs  are  weak ; 

I  mull  deferve  it  by  refufing  it : 

Thus  then  I  tear  thee  from  my  hopes  for  ever. 

Shall  I  contribute  to  Alonzo's  crimes  ? 

No,  though  the  life-blood  gulhes  from  my  heart. 
You  fhall  not  be  afham’d  of  Leonora , 

Or,  that  late  time  may  put  our  names  together. 

Nay,  never  fhrink  ;  take  back  the  bright  example 
You  lately  lent:  O  take  it  while  you  may  ; 

While  I  can  give  it  you,  and  be  immortal.  [Exit. 
Alonzo. 

She’s  gone,  and  I  fhall  fee  that  face  no  more ; 

But  pine  in  abfence,  and  till  death  adore. 

When  with  cold  dew  my  fainting  brow  is  hung, 
And  my  eyes  darken,  from  my  fault’ring  tongue 
Her  name  will  tremble  in  a  feeble  moan, 

And  Love,  with  Fate,  divide  my  dying  groan. 


A  €  T  II.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 


Enter  Manuel  and  Zanga. 

Zanga. 

IF  this  be  true,  I  cannot  blame  your  pain 
For  wretched  Carlos  :  ’tis  but  human  in  you. 
But  when  arriv’d  your  difmal  news  ? 

Manuel. 

This  hour. 

Zanga. 
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ZANG  A. 

What  not  a  veffel  fav’d  ? 

Manuel. 

All,  all,  the  florin 
Devour’d ;  and  now,  o’er  his  late  envy’d  fortune, 
The  dolphins  bound,  and  wat’ry  mountains  roar. 
Triumphant  in  his  ruin. 

Zanga. 

Is  Alvarez, 

Determin’d  to  deny  his  daughter  to  him  ! 

That  treafure  was  on  fliore  ;  muft  that  too  join 
The  common  wreck  ? 

Manuel. 

Alvarez,  pleads  indeed. 
That  Leonora's  heart  is  diflnclin’d, 

And  pleads  that  only  ;  fo  k  was  this  morning, 
When  he  concurr’d  :  The  tempeft  broke  the  match, 
And  funk  his  favour,  when  it  funk  the  gold  : 

The  love  of  gold  is  double  in  his  heart ; 

The  vice  of  age,  and  of  Alvarez  too. 

Zanga. 

How  does  Don  Carlos  bear  it  ? 

Manuel. 

Like  a  man, 

Whofe  heart  feels  moft  a  human  heart  can  feel. 

And  reafons  belt  a  human  head  can  reafon. 

Zanga. 

But  is  he  then  in  abfolute  defpair  ? 

Manuel. 

Never  to  fee  his  Leonora  more  : 

And,  quite  to  quench  all  future  hope,  Alvarez 

Urges  Alonzo  to  efpoufe  his  daughter 

This  very  day  ;  for  he  has  learnt  their  loves. 

G  3 
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Zanga. 

Ha!  was  not  that  receiv’d  with  ecdafy 
By  Don  Alonzo  ? 

Manuel. 

Yes,  at  fird;  but  foon 

A  damp  came  o’er  him  ;  it  would  kill  his  friend. 
Zanga. 

Not  if  his  friend  confented  ;  and  fmce  now 

He  can’t  himfelf  efpoufe  her - ■ 

Manuel. 

Yet  to  a(k  it 

Has  fomething  (hocking  to  a  generous  mind ; 

At  lead  Alonzo’s  fpirit  dartles  at  it. 

Wide  is  the  didance  between  our  defpair. 

And  giving  up  a  miftrefs  to  another. 

But  I  mud  leave  you.  Carlos  wants  fupport 
In  his  fevere  affliction.  [ Exit  ManueL 

Zanga. 

Ha!  it  dawns - ■= — 

It  rifes  to  me  like  a  new-found  world 
To  mariners  long  time  didrefs’d  at  fea. 

Sore  from  a  dorm,  and  all  their  viands  fpent;  — - - 

Or  like  the  fun  jud  rifing  out  of  chaos, 

Some  dregs  of  antient  night  not  quite  purg’d  off: 
But  I  Hi  all  dnilh  it — Ho!  I/alella  ! 

[Enter  Ifabella, 

I  thought  of  dying;  better  things  come  forward; 
Vengeance  is  dill  alive ;  from  her  dark  covert. 

With  all  her  fnakes  ereCt  upon  her  cred, 

She  dalks  in  view,  and  fires  me  with  her  charms. 
When,  I/abel,  arriv’d  Don  Carlos  here  l 
Isabella. 


Two  nights  ago. 


Zanga. 
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Zanga. 

That  was  the  very  night 
Before  the  battle — Memory,  fet  down  that ; 

It  has  the  eflence  of  a  crocodile. 

Though  yet  but  in  the  lhell — I’ll  give  it  birth— 

What  time  did  he  return  ? 

Isabella. 

At  midnight. 

Zanga. 

So - 

Say,  did  he  fee,  that  night,  his  Leonora  ? 

Isabella. 

No,  my  good  lord. 

Zanga. 

No  matter — Tell  me,  woman, 

Is  not  Alonzo  rather  brave  than  cautious  ; 

Honeft  than  fubtle ;  above  fraud  himfelf ; 

Slow  therefore  to  fufpeft  it  in  another  l 
Isabella. 

You  belt  can  judge  ;  but  fo  the  world  thinks  of  him. 
Zanga. 

Why  that  is  well - Go  fetch  my  tablets  hither. 

[Exit  Ifabella. 

Two  nights  ago,  my  father’s  facred  {hade 
Thrice  {talk'd  around  my  bed,  and  fmil’d  upon  me; 
He  fmil’d,  a  joy  then  little  underftood— — — 

It  mull  be  fo  —  and  if  fo,  it  is  vengeance 
Worth  waking  of  the  dead  for. 

[Re-enter  Ifabella  with  the  tablets.  Zanga  writes , 
then  reads  as  to  himfelf. 

Thus  it  {lands— 

The  father’s  fixt — Don  Carlos  cannot  wed - 

-Alonzo  may  —  but  that  will  hurt  his  friend - 
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Nor  can  he  alk  his  leave— -If  he  did, 

He  might  not  gain  it- - It  is  hard  to  give 

Our  own  confent  to  ills,  tho’  we  mufi:  bear  them. — 
Were  it  not  then  a  mafter-piece,  worth  all 
The  wifdom  I  can  boafi,  firil  to  perfuade 
AIojizo  to  requeft  it  of  his  friend, 

Kis  friend  to  grant — then,  from  that  very  grant. 

The  ftrongeft  proof  of  friendfliip  man  can  give, 

(And  other  motives)  to  work  out  a  caufe 

Cf  jealoufy,  to  rack  Alonzo's,  peace  ? - » 

I  have  turn’d  o’er  the  catalogue  of  woes, 

Which  king  the  heart  of  man,  and  find  none  equal : 

It  is  the  Hydra  of  calamities; 

The  feven-fold  death  :  The  jealous  are  the  damn’d. 

O  jealoufy,  each  other  paflion’s  calm 
To  thee,  thou  conflagration  of  the  foul! 

Thou  king  of  torments !  thou  grand  counterpoize 
For  all  the  tranfports  beauty  can  infpire  ! 

Isabella. 

Alonzo  comes  this  way. 

Zanga. 

Mod  opportunely. 

Withdraw — Ye  fubtle  Damons,  which  refide  [Ex.  Iia. 
In  courts,  and  do  your  work  with  bows  and  fmiles, 
That  little  engin’ry,  more  mifchievous 
Than  fleets  and  armies,  and  the  cannon’s  murder. 
Teach  me  to  look  a  lye ;  give  me  your  maze 
Ofgloomy  thought,  and  intricate  defign, 

To  catch  the  man  I  hate,  and  then  devour. 

'[Enter  Alonzo. 


My  lord,  I  give  you  joy. 


Alonzo. 
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Alonzo. 

Of  what,  good  Zanga  ? 

Zanca. 

Is  not  the  lovely  Leonora  yours  ? 

Alonzo. 

What  will  become  of  Carlos  P 
Zanga. 

He’s  your  friend ; 

And  fince  he  can’t  efpoufe  the  fair  himfelf, 

Will  take  fome  comfort 'from  Alonzo' s  fortune. 
Alonzo. 

Alas !  thou  little  Snow’d  the  force  of  love; 

Love  reigns  a  fultati  with  unrivall’d  fway. 

Puts  all  relations,  frienalhip’s  felf,  to  death. 

If  once  he’s  jealous  of  it.  I  love  Carlos ; 

Yet  well  I  know  what  pangs  I  felt  this  morning 
At  his  intended  nuptials :  For  myfelf 
I  then  felt  pains,  which  now  for  him  I  feel. 

Zanga. 

You  will  not  wed  her  then  ?  •  ] 

Alonzo-. 

Not  inllantly : 

Infult  his  broken  heart  the  very  moment  1 
Zanga. 

I  underftand  you  ;  But  you’ll  wed  hereafter, 

When  your  friend’s  gone,  and  his  fird  pain  aflwag’d? 
Alonzo. 

Am  I  to  blame  for  that  ? 

Zanga. 

My  lord,  I  love 

Your  very  errors ;  they  are  born  from  virtue : 

Your  friendlhip  (and  what  nobler  paffion  claims 
The  heart  r)  does  lead  your  blindnefs  to  your  ruin. 
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Consider,  wherefore  did  Alvarez  break 

Don  Carlos'  match,  and  wherefore  urge  Alonzo's,  ? 

’Twas  the  fame  caufe ;  the  love  of  wealth  :  To-morrow 


May  fee  Alonzo  in  Don  Carlos'  fortune  ; 

A  higher  bidder  is  a  better  friend  ; 

And  there  are  princes  figh  for  Leonora. 

When  your  friend’s  gone,  you’ll  wed;  why  then  the  caufe. 
Which  gives  you  Leonora  now,  will  ceafe. 

Carlos  has  lod  her  ;  Ihould  you  lofe  her  too. 

Why  then  you  heap  new  torments  on  your  friend. 

By  that  refpeft  which  labour’d  to  relieve  him* — 

’Tis  well  5  he  is  dilturb'd  ;  it  makes  him  paufe.  \AJide. 
Alonzo. 

Think’ll  thou,  my  Zanga,  fhould  I  alk  Don  Carlos> 

His  goodnefs  will  confent  that  I  ihould  wed  her  i 

Zj  ANGA> 


I  know  it  would. 

Alonzo. 

But  then  the  cruelty 

To  alk.  it  j  and  for  me  to  alk  it  of  him  ! 


Zanga. 

Methinks,  you  are  fevere  upon  your  friend: 
Who  was  it  gave  him  liberty  and  life  ? 

Alonzo. 

That  is  the  very  reafon  which  forbids  it : 
Were  I  a  ftranger,  I  could  freely  fpeak  : 

In  me,  it  fo  refembles  a  demand, 

Exa&ing  of  a  debt,  it  lhocks  my  nature. 

Zanga. 

My  lord,  you  know  the  fad  alternative. 

Is  heonora  worth  one  pang  or  not  ? 

It  hurts  not  me,  my  lord,  but  as  I  love  you ; 


Warmly 
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Warmly  as  you,  I  wilh  Don  Carlos  well ; 

But  I  am  likewife  Don  Alonzo's  friend  : 

There  all  the  difference  lies  between  us  two : 

In  me,  my  lord,  you  hear  another  felf, 

And,  give  me  leave  to  add,  a  better  too, 

Clear’d  from  thofe  errors,  which,  tho’  caus’d  by  virtue. 
Are  fuch  as  may  hereafter  give  you  pain. 

Don  Lopez  of  Cajlile  would  not  demur  thus. 

Alonzo. 

Perifii  the  name  !  What !  facrifice  the  fair 
To  age  and  illnefs,  becaufe  fet  in  gold  ? 

.I’ll  to  Don  Carlos,  if  my  heart  will  let  me  : 

I  have  not  feen  him  lince  his  fore  affliction  ; 

But  lhunn’d  it,  as  too  terrible  to  bear  : 

How  fhall  I  bear  it  now  ?  I’m  (truck  already.  [ Ex .  AI, 
Z  A  N  g  a  . 

Half  my  work  is  done.  I  mull  fecure 
Don  Carlos ,  e’er  Alonzo  fpeaks  with  him. 

[He  gives  a  mejfage  to  a  fervant,  then  returns* 
Proud,  hated  Spain!  oft  drench’d  in  Moorijb  blood; 
Dofl  thou  not  feel  a  deadly  foe  within  thee  ? 

Shake  not  thy  tow’rs  where- e’er  I  pafs  along, 

Cohfcious  of  ruin,  and  their  great  deltroyer? 

Shake  to  the  centre,  if  Alonzo's  dear. 

Look  down,  O  holy  prophet !  fee  me  torture 
This  Chriltian  deg,  this  infidel,  which  dares 
To  fmite  thy  votaries,  and  fpurn  thy  law  ; 

And  yet  hopes  pleafure  from  two  radiant  eyes. 

Which  look  as  they  were  lighted  up  for  thee  ! 

Shall  he  enjoy  thy  paradife  below  ? 

Blaft  the  bold  thought,  and  curfe  him  with  hercharms.— 
But  fee  the  melancholy  Lover  comes. 


inter 
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Enter  Don  Carlos. 

Carlos. 

Hope,  thou  haft  told  me  lies  from  day  to  day. 

For  more  than  twenty  years ;  vile  promifer  ! 

None  here  are  happy,  but  the  very  fool. 

Or  very  wife;  and  I  want  fool  enough. 

To  fmile  in  vanities,  and  hug  a  fhadow  ; 

Nor  have  I  wifdom  to  elaborate 
An  artificial  happinefs  from  pains : 

Ev’n  joys  are  pains,  becaufe  they  cannot  laft.  [SigBs. 
Yet  much  is  talk’d  of  blifs ;  it  is  the  art 
Of  firch  as  have  the  world  in  their  pofleflion, 

To  give  it  a  good  name,  that  fools  may  envy  ; 

For  envy  to  fmall  minds  is  flattery. 

How  many  lift  the  head,  look  gay,  and  fmile, 
Againft  their  confidences?  And  this  we  know;. 

Yet,  knowing,  difbelieve  ;  and  try  again 

What  we  have  try’d,  and  ftruggTe  with  convidUon  r 

Each  new  experience  gives  the  former  credit. 

And  reverend  grey  Thrcefcore  is  but  a  voucher. 

That  Thirty  told  us  true. 

Zanca. 

My  noble  lord, 

I  mourn  your  fate  :  But  are  no  hopes  furviving  ? 
Carlos. 

No  hopes.  Alvarez  has  a  heart  of  fteel : 

Tis  fixt ;  ’tis  paft ;  ’tis  abfolute  defpair. 

Zanca. 

You  wanted  not  to  have  your  heart  made  tender 
By  your  own  pains,  to  feel  a  friend’s  diilrefs. 
Carlos. 

J  underftand  ,you  well.  Alonzo  loves ; 

J  pity  him.  Zanca. 
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Zakca. 

I  dare  be  f.vorn  you  do : 

Yet  he  has  other  thoughts. 

Carlos. 

What  canfl:  thou  mean  ? 
Zakga. 

Indeed  he  has ;  and  fears  to  aik  a  favour, 

A  ftranger  from  a  ftranger  might  requeft  ; 

What  cods  you  Nothing,  yet  is  All  to  him  r 
Nay,  what  indeed  will  to  your  glory  add, 

For  nothing  more  than  wifhing  your  friend  well. 
Carlos. 

I' pray  be  plain  :  His  happinefs  is  mine. 

Zakga. 

He  loyes  to  death  ;  but  fo  reveres  his  friend. 

He  can’t  perfuade  his  heart  to  wed  the  maid. 

Without  your  leave,  and  that  he  fears  to  afk 
In  perfeft  tendernefs:  I  urg’d  him  to  it, 

Knowing  the  deadly  ficknefs  of  his  heart, 

Your  overflowing  goodnefs  to  your  friend. 

Your  wifdom,  and  defpair  yourfelf  to  wed  her.} 

I  wrung  a  promife  from  him  he  would  try ; 

And  now  I  come  a  mutual  friend  to  both. 

Without  his  privacy,  to  let  you  know  it. 

And  to  prepare  you  kindly  to  receive  him. 

Carlos. 

Ha!  if  he  weds,  T  am  undone  indeed: 

Not  Don  Alvar  css  felf  can  then  relieve  me. 

ry 

/jh  NGA. 

Alas !  my  lord,  you  hnorvi.  his  heart  is  ftecl ; 

5  7' is  Jixt  i  ’lis  pa/i  !  ’ l  is  abfcluts  de/p  cur, 

Carlos. 

O  cruel  heav’n  !  and  is  it  not  enough 

G  6  rPha£ 
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That  I  mull  never,  never  fee  her  more  r 
Say,  is  it  not  enough  that  I  muft  die  ; 

But  muft  I  be  tormented  in  the  grave  ? 

Aik  my  confent !  — Muft  I  then  give  her  to  him  ? 
Lead  to  his  nuptial  fheets  the  bluihing  maid? 

O  !  Leonora  !  never,  never,  never  ! 

Zanga.  \_AJide.~\ 

A  ftorm  of  plagues  upon  him !  He  refufes. 

Carlos. 

What !  wed  her  ?  —  and  to-day  ? 

Z  A  1C  G  A  ■ 

To-day,  or  never: 

To-morrow  may  fome  wealthier  lover  bring. 

And  then  Alonzo  is  thrown  out  like  you  ; 

Then  whom  Ihall  he  condemn  for  his  misfortune  ? 
Carlos  is  an  Alvarez,  to  his  love. 

Carlos. 

O  torment !  whither  ihall  I  turn  ? 

Zanga. 

To  peace. 

Carlos. 

Which  is  the  way  ? 

Zanga. 

His  happinefs  is  jours  : 

I  dare  not  diibelieve  you. 

Carlos. 

Kill  my  friend  ! 

Or  worfe !  Alas !  and  can  there  be  a  worfe  ?■  — 

A  worfe  there  is  !  nor  can  my  nature  bear  it. 

Zanga- 

Yen  have  convinc’d  me,  ’tis  a  dreadful  talk. 

I  find,  Alonzo’s  quitting  her  this  morning. 

For  Carlos'  fake,  in  tendernefs  to  you, 


Betray’d 
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Betray’d  me  to  believe  it  lefs  fevere 

Than  I  perceive  it  is. - 

Qarlos, 

Thou  doft  upbraid  me. 
Zanca. 

No,  my  good  lord ;  but  lince  you  can’t  comply, 

’Tis  my  misfortune  that  I  mention’d  it  j 
For  had  I  not,  Alonzo  would  indeed 
Have  dy’d,  as  now ;  but  not  by  your  decree. 

Carlos. 

By  my  decree !  Do  I  decree  his  death  ? 

I  do  — —Shall  I  then  lead  her  to  his  arms  ? 

O  !  which  fide  lhall  I  take  ?  be  ftabb’d  ?  or — ftab  ? 

’Tis  equal  death,  a  choice  of  agonies.— 

Ah,  no  !  all  other  agonies  are  eafe. 

To  one — O  Leonora  ! — Never,  never  ! 

Go,  Zanga ,  go  ;  defer  the  dreadful  trial, 

Tho’  but  a  day;  fomething  perchance  may  happen 
To  foften  all  to  friendlhip,  and  to  love  : 

Go  ;  Hop  my  friend  ;  let  me  not  fee  him  now  ; 

But  fave  us  from  an  interview  of  death. 

Zanga. 

My  lord.  I’m  bound  in  duty  to  obey  you  — 

If  I  not  bring  him,  may  Alonzo  profper  1  \AJide. 

[  Exit  Zanga, 

Carlos. 

What  is  this  world? — Thy  fchool,  O  mifery  ! 

Our  only  ielfon  is  to  learn  to  fuller  ; 

And  he  who  knows  not  that,  was  born  for  nothing, 
Tho’  deep  my  pangs,  and  heavy  at  my  heart. 

My  comfort  is,  each  moment  takes  away 
A  grain  at  leaftfrom  the  dead  load  that’s  on  me, 


And 
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And  gives  a  nearer  profpeft  of  the  grave. 

But  put  it  mod  feverely — fhould  I  live - 

Live  long — Alas  !  there  is  no  length  in  time  ; 

Not  in  thy  time,  O  man  !  What’s  fourfcore  years  ? 
Nay,  what  indeed  the  age  of  time  itfelf,. 

Since  cut  from  out  eternity’s  wide  round  ? 

Away  then.  To  a  mind  refolv’d  and  wife. 

There  is  an  impotence  in  mifery. 

Which  makes  me  fmile,  when  all  its  fhafts  are  in  me. 

Yet  Leonora - She  can  make  time  long  ; 

Its  nature  alter,  as  fhe  alter’d  mine 

While  in  the  ludre  of  her  charms  I  lay,. 

Whole  fummer  funs  roll’d  unperceiv’d  away  ; 

1  years  for  days,  and  days  for  moments  told, 

And  was  furpriz’d  to  hear  that  I  grew  old  ; 

Now  fate  does  rigidly  its  dues  regain. 

And  ev’ry  moment  is  an  age  of  pain. 

As  be  is  going  out ,  Enter  Zanga  and  Alonzo,  Zanga 
flops  Carlos.. 

Zanga. 

Is  this  Don  Carlos  ?  This  the  beaded  friend  ? 

How  can  you  turn  your  back  upon  his  fadnefs  ?. 

Look  on  him  ;  and  then  leave  him,  if  you  can. 

Wbofe  furrows  thus  deprefs  him  ?  Not  his  own  : 

This  moment  he  could  wed  without  your  leave. 
Carlos. 

I  cannot  yield,  nor.  can  I  bear  his  griefs. 

Alonsco  !  [Going  to  him,  and  taking  bis  baud. 

Alon  zo. 


O  Carlos  ! 


Carlos. 

Pray,  forbear. 


Alonzo. 


Alonzo. 

Ar,t  thou  undone,  and  Ihall  Alonzo  fmile  ? 

Alonzo  [  who  perhaps  in  feme  degree 
Contributed  to  caufe  thy  dreadful  fate  ? 

I  was  deputed  guardian  of  thy  love  ; 

But,  O!  1  lov’d  myfelf.  Pour  down,  AffiiSlions! 

On  this  devoted  head  ;  make  me  your  mark  ; 

And  be  the  world  by  my  example  taught, 

How  facred  it  Ihould  hold  the  name  of  friend' ! 
Carlos. 

You  charge  yourfelf  unjuftly;  well  I  know 
The  only  caufe  of  my  fevere  affliction. 

Alvarez,  curs’d  Alvarez — So  much  anguifir. 

Felt  for  fo  fmall  a  failure,  is  one  merit 
Which  faultlefsvirtue  wants.  The  crime  was  mine. 
Who  plac’d  thee  there,  where  only  thou  could’ft  fail  ; 
Though  well  I  knew  that  dreadful  poll  of  honour 
I  gave  thee  to  maintain.  Ah  !  who  could  bear 
Thofe  eyes  unhurt  ?  The  wounds  myfelf  have  felt. 
Which  wounds  alone  lnould  caufe  me  to  condemn  thee-; 
They  plead  in  thy  excufe ;  for  I  too  ftrove 
To  fflun  thofe  fires,  and  found  ’twas  not  in  man, 
Alonzo* 

You  caft  in  fliades  the  failures  of  a  friend. 

And  foften  all ;  but  think  not  you  deceive  me  : 

I  know  my  guilt ;  and  I  implore  your  pardon, 

As  the  foie  glimpfe  I  can  obtain  of  peace. 

Carlos. 

Pardon  for  him  who,  but  this  morning,  threw 
Fair  Leonora  from  his  heart,  all  bath’d 
In  ceafelefs  tears,  and  bl-ulhing  with  her  love  ? 
i  Who,  like  a  rofe-leaf,  wet  with  morning  dew, 


Would 
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Would  have  fcuck  clofe,  and  clung  for  ever  there  ? 
But  ’twas  in  thee,  through  fondnefs  to  thy  friend. 
To  ill ut  thy  bofom  againft  ecfiafies  ; 

For  which,  whilft  this  pulfe  beats,  it  beats  to  thee ; 
While  this  blood  flows,  it  flows  for  my  Alonzo ; 

And  every  wilh  is  levell’d  at  thy  joy. 

Zanga.  [To  Alonzo.] 

My  lord,  my  lord,  this  is  your  time  tofpeak. 

Alonzo.  [To  Zanga  ] 

Becaufe  he’s  kind?  It  therefore  is  the  vvorft  ; 

For  ’tis  his  kindnefs  which  I  fear  to  hurt  : 

ShaH  the  fame  moment  fee  him  fink  in  woes, 

And  me  providing  for  a  flood  of  joys. 

Rich  in  the  plunder  of  his  happinefs  ? 

No  ;  I  may  die  ;  but  I  can  never  fpeak. 

Carlos.  [Afide.~\ 

Now,  now  it  comes  !  they  are  concerting  it ; 

The  firfi:  word  ftrikes  me  dead — O  Leonora  ! 
Andfhall  another  tafte  her  fragrant  breath  ? 

Who  knows  what  after-time  may  bring  to  pafs  ? 
Fathers  may  change,  and  I  may  wed  her  ltill. 

Alonzo.  [To  Zanga.] 

Do  I  not  fee  him  quite  poflefs’d  with  anguifh. 
Which,  like  a  dasmon,  writhes  him  to  and  froj 
And  fh all  I  pour  in  new  ?  No,  fond  defire ; 

No,  love  !  One  pang  at  parting,  and  farewel : 

I  have  no  other  love  but  Carlos  now. 

Carlos. 

Alas,  my  friend  !  why,  with  fuch  eager  grafps, 

Doft  prefs  my  hand,  and  weep  upon  piy  cheek  r 
Alonzo. 

If,  after  death,  our  forms  (as  fome  believe) 

5 


Shall 
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Shall  be  transparent,  naked  every  thought. 

And  friends  meet  friends,  and  read  each  other’s  hearts^ 
Thoul’t  know,  one  day,  that  thou  waft  held  moftdear. 


Farewel. 


Carlos. 


Alonzo,  ftay — He  cannot  fpeak — [ Holds  him. 
Left  it  fliould  grieve  me — Shall  I  be  outdone  ? 

And  lofe  in  glory,  as  I  lofe  in  love  ?  \Afide. 

I  take  it  much  unkindly,  my  Alonzo, 

You  think  fo  meanly  of  me,  not  to  fpeak. 

When,  well  I  know,  your  heart  is  near  to  burfting. 
Have  you  forgot  how  you  have  bound  me  to  you  i 
Your  fmalleft  friendlhip’s  liberty  and  life. 

Alonzo. 

There,  there  it  is,  my  friend  ;  it  cuts  me  there. 

How  dreadful  is  it,  to  a  generous  mind, 

To  afk,  when  fure  it  cannot  be  deny’d  l 
Carlos. 

How  greatly  thought !  In  all  he  tow’rs  above  me.  \_AJidt, 
Then  you  confefs  you  would  alk  fomething  of  me. 
Alonzo. 

No,  on  my  foul. 

Zanga.  [To  Alonzo.] 

Then  lofe  her. 

Carlos. 


Glorious  Spirit  V 

Why,  what  a  pang  has  he  run  through  for  this ! 

By  heaven,  I  envy  him  his  agonies. 

Why  was  not  mine  the  moft  illuftrious  lot, 

Of  ftartingat  one  aftion  from  below. 

And  flaming  up  into  confummate  greatnefs  ? 

Ha !  Angels,  ftrengthen  me  ! — It  Shall  be  fo— 


I  can’t 
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I  can’t  want  ftrength.  Great  actions,  once  conceiv’d. 
Strengthen  like  wine  and  animate  the  foul, 

And  call  themfelves  to  being.  \_AJtdc.]  My  Alonzo  ! 
Since  thy  great  foul  difdains  to  make  requeft. 

Receive  with  favour  that  I  make  to  thee. 

Alonzo. 

What  means  my  Carlos  ? 

,  Carlos. 

Pray  obferve  me  well  i 
Fate  and  Alvarez  tore  her  from  my  heart ; 

And,  plucking  up  my  love,  they  had  well  nigh 
Pluck’d  up  life  too  ;  for  they  were  twin’d  together  t 
Of  that  no  more — What  now  does  reafon  bid  ? 

I  cannot  wed - Farewel  my  happinefs ; 

But,  O  my  foul  !  with  care  provide  for  hers  : 

In  life,  how  weak,  how  helplefs,  is  a  woman  ! 

Soon  hurt,  in  happinefs  itfelf  unfafe. 

And  often  wounded,  while  fhe  plucks  the  rofe  ; 

So  properly  the  objedt  of  affliftion, 

That  heav’n  is  pleas’d  to  make  diftrefs  become  her, 
And  dreffes  her  moft  amiably  in  tears. 

Take  then  my  heart  in  dowry  with  the  fair  ; 

Be  thou  her  guardian,  and  thou  mull  be  mine  ; 

Shut  out  the  thoufand  preffing  ills  of  life 
With  thy  furrounding  arms — Do  this;  and  then 
Set  down  the  liberty  and  life  thou  gav’ll  me 
As  little  things,  as  e/fays  of  thy  goodnefs. 

And  rudiments  of  friendlhip  fo  divine. 

Alonzo. 

There  is  a  grandeur  in  thy  goodnefs  to  me. 

Which  with  thy  foes  would  render  thee  ador’d  : 

Bat  have  a  care  ;  nor  think  I  can  be  pleas’d 


With 
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With  any  thing  that  lays  in  pains  for  thee  : 

Thou  doll  diffemble,  and  thy  heart’s  in  tears, 
Carlos.  _ 

My  heart's  in  health,  my  fpirits  dance  their  round. 
And  at  my  eye  pleafure  looks  out  in  fmiles. 

Alonzo. 

And  canlt  thou,  canll  thou  part  with  Leonora  ? 
Carlos. 

I  do  not  part  with  her  ;  I  give  her  thee, 

A  LONZO. 


O  Carlos  ! 


Carlos. 

Don’t  diftruft  me  ;  I’m  fincere  ; 
Nor  is  it  more  than  limple  juftice  in  me  : 

This  morn  didft  thou  refign  her  for  my  fake  j 
I  but  perform  a  virtue  learnt  from  thee ; 
Difcharge  a  debt,  and  pay  her  to  thy  wiihes. 


Alonzo. 

Ah  !  how  ? - But  think  not  words  were  ever  made 

For  fuch  occafions :  Silence,  tears,  embraces. 

Are  languid  eloquence  :  I’ll  feek  relief 
In  abfence  from  the  pain  of  fo  much  goodnefs ; 

There  thank  the  bleft  above,  thy  foie  fuperiors. 
Adore,  and  raife  my  thoughts  of  them  by  thee.  [Exit- 
Zanga.  [AjldeJX 

Thus  far  fuccefs  has  crown’d  my  boldelt  hope  : 

My  next  care  is  to  haften  thefe  new  nuptials  ; 

And  then  my  maker- works  begin  to  play. 

Why  that  was  greatly  done,  without  one  figh  \To  Car. 
To  carry  fuch  a  glory  to  its  period. 

Carlos. 

Too  foon  thou  praifeft  me.  He’s  gone ;  and  now 

I  mull 
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I  muft  unfluice  my  over-burden’d  heart. 

And  let  it  flow  :  I  would  not  grieve  my  friend 
With  tears,  nor  interrupt  my  great  delign  ; 

Great,  fure,  as  ever  human  bread  durft  think  of. 

But  now  my  forrows,  long  with  pain  fuppreil, 

Burll  their  confinement  with  impetuous  {Way, 
O’erfwell  all  bounds,  and  bear  e’en  life  away  ; 

So,  till  the  day  was  won,  the  Greek  renowri’d. 

With  anguifh  wore  the  arrow  in  his  wound; 

Then  drew  f  e  draft  from  out  his  tortur’d  fide. 

Let  gulh  the  torrent  of  his  blood,  and  dy’d.  \ExemU 


ACT  III.  SCENE  L 


Enter  Zanga  and  Isabella,. 

Zanga. 

OJoy,  thou  welcome  fcranger!  twice  three  year* 

I  have  not  felt  thy  vital  beam  ;  but  now 
It  warms  my  veins,  and  plays  around  my  heart ; 

A  fiery  inflinft  lifts  me  from  the  ground, 

And  I  could  mount - The  fpirits  numberlefs 

Of  my  dear  countrymen,  which  yelterday 
Left  their  poor  bleeding  bodies  on  the  field. 

Are  all  alfembled  here,  and  o’er  inform  me — — — 

O  bridegroom!  great  indeed  thy  prefentblifs  ; 

Yet  ev’n  by  me  unenvy’d  ;  for  be  fure 
It  is  thy  laid,  thy  laft  fmile,  that  which  now 
Sits  on  thy  cheek  ;  enjoy  it  whilll  thou  may’ll ; 

Anguilh^ 
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Anguilh,  and  groans,  and  death,  befpeak  to-morrow. 
My  JJaleUa! 

Isabella. 

What  commands  my  Moor ? 

Zanga. 

My  fair  ally !  my  lovely  minifler  ! 

’Twas  well  Alvarez,  by  my  arts  impell’d, 

(To  plnnge  Don  Carlos  in  the  laftdefpair. 

And  fo  prevent  all  future  moleftation) 

Finifh’d  the  nuptials  fcon  as  he  refolv’d  them  ; 

This  conduft  ripen’d  all  for  me,  and  ruin. 

Scarce  had  the  prielt  the  holy  rite  perform’d. 

When  I,  by  facred  inspiration,  forg’d 
That  letter,  which  I  trufled  to  thy  hand  ; 

That  letter,  which,  in  glowing  terms,  conveys, 

•From  happy  Carlos  to  fair  Leonora, 

The  moll  profound  acknowlegement  of  heart 
For  wond’rous  tranfports,  which  he  never  knew. 

This  is  a  good  fubfervient  artifice. 

To  aid  the  nobler  workings  of  my  brain. 

Isabella. 

I  quickly  dropt  it  in  the  bride’s  apartment. 

As  you  commanded. 

Zanga. 

With  a  lucky  hand ; 

For  foon  Alonzo  found  it.  I  obfcrv’d  him 
From  out  my  fecret  Hand  :  He  took  it  up  ; 

But  fcarce  was  it  unfolded  to  his  fight, 

When  he,  as  if  an  arrow  pierc’d  his  eye, 

Started,  and,  trembling,  dropt  it  on  the  ground. 

Pale  and  aghaft  awhile  my  viftim  flood, 

Difguis’da  figh  or  two,  and  puff’d  them  from  him  ; 

Then 
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Then  rubb’d  his  brow,  and  took  it  up  again  : 

At  firfh  he  look’d  as  if  he  meant  to  read  it ; 

But,  check’d  by  rifing  Fears,  he  crufh’dit  thus  ; 

And  thruft  it,  like  an  adder,  in  his  bofom. 

Isabella. 

But  if  he  read  it  not,  it  cannot  fling  him  ; 

At  leaf!  not  mortally. 

Zanca. 

At  firfh  I  thought  it  fo  ; 

But  farther  thought  informs  me  otherwife. 

And  turns  this  difappointment  to  account. 

He  more  fhall  credit  it,  becaufe  unfeen, 

(If  ’tis  unfeen)  as  thou  anon  may’ll  find. 

Isabella. 

That  would  indeed  commend  my  Zanga's  (kill. 
Zanga. 

This,  Ifahella,  is  Don  Carlos'  piflure  ; 

Take  it,  and  fo  difpofeofit,  that,  found. 

It  may  rife  up  a  witnefs  of  her  idee, 

Under  her  pillow,  in  her  cabinet, 

Or  elfewhere,  as  fhall  bell  promote  our  end/ 
Isabella. 

I’ll  weigh  it  as  its  confequence  requires ; 

Then  do  my  utmofl  to  deferve  your  fmile.  [ Exit  Ifab, 
Zanga. 

Is  that  Alonzo  proflrate  on  the  ground  ?— ■ — 

Now  he  darts  up  like  flame  from  fleeping  embers. 

And  wild  diflraftion  g’ares  from  either  eye. 

If  thus  a  flight  furmife  can  work  his  foul. 

How  will  the  fulnefs  cf  the  temped  tear  him  ! 

Sate r 
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Enter  Alonzo. 
Alonzo. 

And  yet  it  cannot  be — I  am  deceiv’d - - 

I  injure  her :  She  wears  the  face  of  heav’n, 
Zanga.  \AfideJ\ 

He  doubts. 


Alonzo. 

I  dare  not  look  on  this  again  : 

If  the  firft  glance,  which  gave  fufpicion  only. 

Had  fuch  effedt,  fo  fmote  my  heart  and  brain. 

The  certainty  would  dafh  me  all  to  pieces. 

It  cannot — Ha  !  it  mull,  it  mull  be  true.  [Starts. 
Zanga.  [Afidc.] 

Hold  there,  and  we  fucceed.  He  has  defcry’d  me, 
And  (for  he  thinks  I  love  him)  will  unfold 
His  aching  heart,  and  reft  it  on  my  counfel. 

I’ll  feem  to  go,  to  make  my  flay  more  fare. 

Alonzo. 

.Hold,  Zanga ;  turn. 

Zanga. 

My  lord. 

Alonzo. 


Shut  clofe  the  door. 

That  not  a  fpirit  find  an  entrance  here. 

Zanga. 

My  lord’s  obey’d. 

Alonzo. 

I  fee  that  thou  art  frighted  : 

If  thou  doll  love  me,  I  fhall  fill  thy  heart 
With  fcorpions  flings. 

Zanga. 

If  I  do  love,  my  lord! 
Alonzo. 

Come  near  me  j  let  me  reft  upon  tby  bofom  ; 


(What 
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(What  pillow  like  the  bofom  of  a  friend  ?) 

For  I  am  lick  at  heart. 

Zanga. 

Speak,  Sir,  O  fpeak. 

And  take  me  from  the  rack. 

Alonzo. 

And  is  there  need 

Of  words  ?  Behold  a  wonder!  See  my  tears! 

Zanga. 

I  feel  them  too  :  Heav’n  grant  my  fenfes  fail  me  1 
I  rather  would  lofe  them,  than  have  this  real. 

Alonzo. 

Go,  take  a  round  through  all  things  in  thy  thought. 

And  find  that  one;  for  there  is  only  one 

Which  could  extort  my  tears  ;  :find  that,  and  tell 

L 

Thyfelf  my  mis’ry,  and  fpare  me  the  pain. 

Zanga. 

^Sorrow  can  think  but  ill — I  am  bewilder’d  ; 

I  know  not  where  I  am. 

Alonzo. 

Think,  think  no  more ; 
It  ne’er  can  enter  in  an  honeft  heart. 

I’ll  tell  thee  then — I  cannot— Yet  I  do. 

By  wanting  force  to  give  it  utterance. 

Zanga. 

Speak;  eafe  your  heart;  its  throbswillbreakyourbofom. 
Alonzo. 

I  am  moll  happy  ;  mine  is  viftory. 

Mine  the  king’s  favour,  mine  the  nation’s  Ihout, 

And  great  men  make  their  fortunes  of  my  fmiles. 

O  curfe  of  curfes  !  in  the  lap  of  blefling 

To  be  moll  curft  ! - My  Leonora' s  falfe  ! 

Zanga. 


Save  me,  my  lpnl 


Alonzo. 
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Alonzo. 

My  Leonora's  falfe.  [Gives  him  the  letter. 
Zanga. 

Then  heav’n  has  loft  its  image  here  on  earth. 

[While  Zanga  reads  the  letter,  he  trembles,  and Jheius 
the  utmoji  concern. 

Alonzo. 

GoocUnatur’d  man  !  He  makes  my  pains  his  own, 

I  dorft  not  read  it  j  but  I  read  it  now 
In  thy  concern. 

Zanga. 

Did  you  not  read  it  then  l 
Alonzo. 

Mine  eye  juft  touch’d  it,  and  could  bear  no  more. 

Zanga.  [T’ears  the  letter. ] 

Thus  perifti  all  that  gives  Alonzo  pain. 

Alonzo. 

Why  didll  thou  tear  it  ? 

Zanga. 

Think  of  it  no  more; 
’Twas  your  miftake,  and  groundlefs  are  your  fears, 
Alonzo. 

And  didft  thou  tremble  then  for  my  miftake  ? 

©r  give  the  whole  contents ;  or  by  the  pangs 
That  feed  upon  my  heart,  thy  life’s  in  danger. 
Zanga. 

Is  this  Alonzo's  language  to  his  Zanga  P 
Draw  forth  your  fword,  and  find  the  fecret  here ; 

For  whole  fake  is  it,  think  you,  I  conceal  it? 
Wherefore  this  rage  ?  Becaufe  I  feek  your  peace  ? 

I  have  no  intereft  in  fuppreffing  it, 

But  what  good-natur’d  tendernefs  for  you 
Obliges  me  to  have.  Not  mine  the  heart 
Vol.  II.  H 
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That  will  be  rent  in  two ;  not  mine  the  fame 
That  will  be  damn’d,  tho’  all  the  world  fhould  know  it 
Alonzo. 

Then  my  word  fears  are  tr  e,  and  life  is  paft. 

Z  a  n  c  a  . 

What  has  the  ralhnefs  of  my  pallion  utter’d  ? 

I  know  not  what ;  but  rage  is  our  diftra&ion, 

And  all  its  words  are  wind — Yet  fure,  I  think, 

I  nothing  own’d — But  grant  I  did  confefs, 

What  is  a  letter  ?  Letters  may  be  forg’d. 

For  heav’n’s  fweet  fake,  my  lord,  lift  up  your  heart  : 
Some  foe  to  your  repofe— . 

Alonzo. 

So  heav’n  look  on  me, 

As  I  can’t  find  the  man  I  have  offended. 

Za  NG  A. 

Indeed  !  —  Our  innocence  is  not  our  fhield: 

They  take  offence,  who  have  not  been  offended; 

They  feek  our  ruin  too,  who  fpeak  us  fair  ; 

And  death  is  often  ambufh’d  in  our  fmiles. 

We  know  not  whom  we  have  to  fear.  ’Tis  certain, 
A  letter  may  be  forg’d  ;  and  in  a  point 
Offuch  a  dreadful  confequence  as  this. 

One  would  rely  on  nought  that  might  be  falfe— 
Think;  have  you  any  other  caufe  to  doubt  her  — 
Away  ;  you  can  find  none  :  Refume  your  fpirit. 

All’s  well  again. 

Alonzo. 

O  that  it  were  1 
Z  A  N  g  a  . 

It  is  ; 

For  who  would  credit  that,  which,  credited, 

Makes 
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Makes  hell  fuperfluous  by  fuperior  pains. 

Without  fnch  proofs  as  cannot  be  withllood  ? 

Has  Ihe  not  ever  been  to  virtue  train’d  ? 

Is  not  her  fame  as  fpotlefs  as  the  fun, 

Her  fex’s  envy,  and  the  boaft  of  Spain  ? 

Alonzo. 

O  Zanga!  It  is  that  confounds  me  moll, 

That  full  in  oppofition  to  appearance  ■  ■  ...  / 

Zanga. 

No  more,  my  lord ;  for  you  condemn  yourfelf. 

What  is  abfurdity,  but  to  believe 
Againll  appearance  ? — You  can’t  yet,  I  find. 

Subdue  your  paffion  to  your  better  fenfe  ; - 

And,  truth  to  tell,  it  does  not  much  difpleafe  me: 

’Tis  fit  our  indiferetions  fhould  be  check’d, 

'With  fome  degrees  of  pain. 

Alonzo. 

What  indiferetion  ? 
Zanga. 

Come,  you  mull  bear  to  hear  your  faults  from  me. 

Had  you  not  fent  Don  Carlos  to  the  court 
The  night  before  the  battle,  that  foul  Have, 

Who  forg  d  the  fenfelefs  fcroll  which  gives  you  pain. 
Had  wanted  footing  for  his  villainy. 

Alonzo. 

I  fent  him  not. 


Zanga. 

Not  fend  him  ! — Ha  ! — That  Itrikes  me. 
I  thought  he  came  on  mslfage  to  the  king’ : 
is  there  another  caufe  could  jullify 
His  lhunning  danger,  and  the  promis’d  fight > 

'  b* 
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But  I  perhaps  may  think  too  rigidly ; 

So  long  an  abfence,  and  impatient  love - 

Alonzo. 

In  my  confufion,  that  had  quite  efcap’d  me  : 

By  heav’n,  mywounded  foul  does  bleed  afrelh  ; 

’Tis  clear  as  day - for  Carlos  is  fo  brave. 

He  lives  not  but  on  fame,  he  hunts  for  danger 
And  is  enamour’d  of  the  face  of  death  : 

How  then  could  he  decline  the  next  day’s  battle. 
But  for  the  tranfports  ?  O,  it  mull  be  fo— — 
Inhuman,  by  the  lofs  of  his  own  honour. 

To  buy  the  ruin  of  his  friend  ! 

Z  AN  Q  A . 

You  wrong  him : 

He  knew  not  of  your  love. 

Alonzo. 


Ha!— 

Zanga.  [Afide.] 

That  flings  home. 

Alonzo. 

Indeed  he  knew  not  of  my  treacherous  love — — 
Proofs  rife  on  proofs,  and  Rill  the  lafl  the  flrongell, 
Th’  eternal  law  of  things  declares  it  true. 

Which  calls  for  judgments  on  diilinguiih’d  guilt. 

And  loves  to  make  our  crime  our  punifhment. 

Love  is  my  torture  ;  Love  was  firft  my  crime  : 

For  fhe  was  his,  my  friend’s,  and  he  (O  horror  !) 
Confided  all  in  me.  O  facred  faith  ! 

How  dearly  I  abide  thy  violation  ! 

Zanga. 

Were  then  their  loves  far  gone> 


Alonzo, 
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Alonzo. 

The  father’s  will 

There  bore  a  total  fway;  and  he,  as  foon 
As  news  arriv’d  that  Carlos'  fleet  was  feen 
From  off  our  coaft,.  fir’d  with  the  love  of  gold* 
Determin’d  that  the  very  fun  which  faw 
Carlos'  return,  fhould  fee  his  daughter  wed. 

Zang  A. 

Indeed,  my  lord  !  Then  you  muft  pardon  me, 

If  I  prefume  to  mitigate  the  crime  : 

Conflder,  ftrong  allurements  foften  guilt ; 

Long  was  his  abfence,  ardent  was  his  love. 

At  midnight  his  return,  the  next  day  deltin’d 

For  his  efpoufals - ’Twas  a  ftrong  temptation. 

Alonzo. 

Temptation  ! 

Zanqa. 

’Twas  but  gaining  of  one  night, 
Alonzo. 

One  night ! 

Z  A  N  g  a  . 

That  crime  could  ne’er  return  again. 
Alonzo. 

Again  !  By  heav’n,  thou  doft  infult  thy  lord. 

! Temptation  !  One  night  gain'd  !  O  flings  and  death  ! 
And  am  I  then  undone  ?  Alas,  my  Zanga! 

And  doft  thou  own  it  too  ?  Deny  it  ftill. 

And  refcue  me  one  moment  from  diftraftion. 

Zanga. 

My  lord,  I  hope  the  beft. 

Alonzo. 

Falfe,  foolifh  hope,  . 

And  infolent  to  me  !  Thou  know’ll  it  falfe  $ 

*  H3,  It 
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It  is  as  glaring  as  the  noon-tide  fun. 

Devil !  this  morning,  after  three  years  coldnefs, 
To  rulh  at  once  into  a  paffion  for  me  ! 

5T  was  time  to  feign;  ’twas  time  to  get  another, 
V  hen  her  firfi  fool  was  fated  with  her  beauties. 
Z  A  N  G  A  . 


V  hat  fays  my  lord  ?  Did  Lecnora  then 
Never  before  dilclcfe  her  paffion  for  you  ? 

Alonzo. 


Never. 


Zakga. 


Throughout  the  whole  three  years  ? 
Alonzo. 

O  never !  never  !— 
Why,  Zanga,  Ihould’fi  thou  ftrive  ?  ’Tis  all  in  vain  ; 
Though  thy  foul  labours,  it  can  find  no  reed 
For  hope  to  catch  at.  Ah!  I’m  plunging  dowa 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  fathoms  in  defpair. 

Zanga. 

Hold,  Sir  ;  I’ll  break  your  fall — Wave  ev’ry  fear. 
And  be  a  man  again — Had  he  enjoy’d  her. 

Be  molt  allur’d,  he  had  refign’d  her  to  you 
With  lefs  reludance. 

Alonzo. 

Ha  !  refign  her  to  me !— — 
Refign  hep!  Who  refign’d  her  ? — Double  death  ! 
How  could  I  doubt  fo  long  ?  My  heart  is  broke  : 
Firfi  love  her  to  diftradion  ;  then  refign  her  ! 

Zanga. 

But  was  it  not  with  utmoft  agony  ? 

Alonzo. 

Grant  that,  he  ftill  refign’d  her;  that’s  enough. 
Would  he  pluck  out  his  eye  to  give  it  me  ? 


Tear- 


A  TRAGEDY,  151 

Tear  out  his  heart  ?—  She  was  his  heart  no  more — — 
Nor  was  it  with  reluflance  he  refign’d  her. 

By  heav’n  he  afk’d,  he  courted  me,  to  wed  : 

J  thought  it  ftrange  ;  ’tis  now  no  longer  fo. 

Zang  a. 

Was’t  his  requeft  ?  Are  you  right  fare  of  that  ?— — • 

I  fear  the  letter  was  not  all  a  taie. 

Alonzo. 

A  tale  !  there’s  proof  equivalent  to  fight. 

Zanga. 

I  Ihould  diftruft  my  fight  on  this  occafion. 

Alonzo. 

And  fo  fhould  I ;  by  heav’n,  I  think  I  Ihould, 

What  Leonora  the  divine,  by  whom 
We  guefs’d  at  angels  ?  O  !  I’m  all  confufion. 

Zanga. 

You  now  are  too  much  ruffied  to  think  clearly. 

Since  blifs  and  horror,  life  and  death,  hang  on  it, 

Go  to  your  chamber;  there  maturely  weigh 
Each  circumftance  ;  confider,  above  all, 

That  it  is  jealoufy’s  peculiar  nature 
To  fweil  fmall  things  to  great ;  nay,  out  of  nought 
To  conjure  much  ;  and  then  to  lofe  its  reafon 
Amid  the  hideous  phantoms  it  has  form’d. 

Alonzo. 

Had  I  ten  thoufand  lives,  I’d  give  them  all 
To  be  deceiv’d  :  I  fear  ’tis  doomfday  with  me  ; 

And  yet  fhe  feem’d  fo  pure,  that  I  thought  heav’n 
Borrow’d  her  form  for  Virtue’s  felf  to  wear, 

To  gain  her  lovers  with  the  Tons  of  mei).  [ Exit  Alon. 

H4 
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Enter  Isabella. 

Zanga. 

Thus  far  it  works  aufpicioufly.  My  patient 
Thrives,  underneath  my  hand,  in  mifery  : 

He’s  gone  to  think;  that  is,  to  be  diflradled. 
Isabella. 

I  overheard  your  conference,  and  faw  you. 

To  my  amazement,  tear  the  letter. 

Zanga. 

There, 

There,  IfaheUa,  I  outdid  myfelf : 

For  tearing  it,  I  not  fecure  it  only 
In  its  firft  force,  but  fuperadd  a  new  : 

For  who  can  now  the  character  examine 
To  caufe  a  doubt,  much  lefs  detect  the  fraud  i 
And,  after  tearing  it,  as  loth  to  ihew 
The  foul  contents,  if  I  fhould  fwear  it  now 
A  forgery,  my  lord  would  dilbelieve  me  ; 

Nay,  mere  would  difbelieve,  the  more  I  fwore, 

But  is  the  pidture  happily  difpos’d  of? 

Isabella. 


That’s  well — Ah  !  what  is  well  ?  O  pang  to  think  ! 
O  dire  neceffity  !  Is  this  my  province  ? 

Whither,  my  foul,  ah!  whither,  art  thou  funk 
Beneath  thy  fphere  ?  E’er  while,  far,  far  above 
Such  little  arts,  diffemblings,  falfhoods,  frauds, 
The  traflr  of  villainy  itfelf,  which  falls 
To  cowards,  and  poor  wretches  wanting  bread  : 
Does  this  become  a  foldier  ?  This  become 
Whom  armies  follow'd,  and  a  people  lov’d  ? 


My 
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My  martial  glory  withers  at  the  thought : 

But  great  my  end;  and  lince  there  are  no  other, 
Thefe  means  are  juft  }  they  Ihine  with  borrow’d  light, 
llluftrious  from  the  purpofe  they  purfue. 

And  greater  fure  my  merit,  who,  to  gain 
A  point  fublime,  can  fuch  a  talk  fuftain  ; 

To  wade  through  ways  obfcene,  my  honour  bend. 
And  Ihock  my  nature  to  attain  my  end  : 

Late  time  lhall  wonder  ;  that  my  joys  will  raife  ; 
For  wonder  is  involuntary  praife. 


ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 

j Enter  Alonzo  and  Zanga. 

Aionzo.  . 

OWhat  a  pain  to  think!  when  every  thought. 
Perplexing  thought,  in  intricacies  runs, 
Andreafon  knits  th’  inextricable  toil. 

In  which  herfelf  is  taken  !  I  am  loft  ; 

Poor  infeft  that  I  am,  I  am  involv’d. 

And  bury’d  in  the  web  myfelf  have  wrought ! 

One  argument  is  balanc’d  by  another, 

And  reafon  reafon  meets  in  doubtful  fight, 

And  proofs  are  countermin’d  by  equal  proofs. 

No  more  I’ll  bear  this  battle  of  the  mind, 

This  inward  anarchy  ;  but  find  my  wife. 

And,  to  her  trembling  heart  prefenting  death. 
Force  all  the  fecret  from  her. 

H  5 


Zangaa 


154- 


THE  REVENGE. 

ZaNGA. 

O  forbear ! 

You  totter  on  the  very  brink  of  ruin. 

Alonzo. 

What  doll  thou  mean  ? 

Zanga.  \_AJide.) 

That  will  difcover  all. 

And  kill  my  hopes  :  What  can  I  think  or  do  i 
Alonzo. 

What  doll  thou  murmur  ? 

Zanga. 

Force  the  fecret  from  her  1 
What’s  perjury  to  fuch  a  crime  as  this  ? 

Will  Ihe  confefs  it  then  ?  O  groundlefs  hope  ! 

But  reft  affur’d,  lire’ll  make  this  accufation. 

Or  falfe  or  true,  your  ruin  with  the  king ; 

Such  is  her  father’s  power. 

Alonzo. 

No  more  ;  I  care  not : 

Rather  than  groan  beneath  this  load.  I’ll  die. 

Zanga. 

But  for  what  better  will  you  change  this  load  ? 

Grant  you  Ihould  know  it,  would  not  that  be  worfe? 
Alonzo. 

No ;  it  would  cure  me  of  my  mortal  pangs, 

By  hatred  and  contempt  :  I  Ihould  defpife  her  ; 

And  all  my  love-bred  agonies  would  vanilh. 

Zanga. 

Ah  !  were  I  fure  of  that,  my  lord - 

Alonzo, 

What  theni 

Zanga. 

You  Ihould  not  hazard  life  to  gain  the  fecret. 

t  Alonzo. 
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Alonzo. 

What  doft  thou  mean  ?  Thou  know’ll  I’m  on  the  rack : 
I’ll  not  be  play’d  with;  fpeak,  if  thou  haft  aught. 

Or  I  this  inftant  fly  to  Leonora . 

Zanga. 

That  is,  to  death.  My  lord,  I  am  not  yet 
Quite  fo  far  gone  in  guilt  to  fuffer  it ; 

Tho’  gone  too  far,  heav’n  knows — ’Tis  I  am  guilty— 
I  have  took  pains,  as  you  I  know  obferv’d. 

To  hinder  you  from  diving  in  the  fecret. 

And  turn’d  afide  your  thoughts  from  the  detection. 
Alonzo. 

Thou  doft  confound  me. 

Zanga. 

I  confound  myfelf ; 

And  frankly  own,  though  to  my  fhamel  own  it. 
Nought  but  your  life  in  danger  could  have  torn 
The  fecret  out,  and  made  me  own  my  crime. 

Alonzo. 

Speak  quickly  ;  Zanga ,  fpeak. 

Zanga. 

Not  yet,  d«ad  Sir: 
Firft  I  muft  be  aflur’d,  that  if  you  find 
The  fair  one  guilty,  fcorn,  as  you  aflur’d  me. 

Shall  conquer  love  and  rage,  and  heal  your  foul.' 
Alonzo. 

O!  ’twill,  by  heav’n. 

Zanga. 

Alas !  I  fear  it  much. 

And  fcarce  can  hope  fo  far  ;  but  I  of  this 
Exatt  your  folemn  oath,  that  you’ll  abltain 
From  all  felf.violence,  and  fave  my  lord. 

H  6  Alonzo, 
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Alonzo. 

Itrebly  fwear. 

Zanca. 

You’ll  bear  it  like  a  man  ? 

Alonzo. 

A  god. 

Zanga. 

Such  have  you  been  to  me  ;  thefe  tears  confefs  it  5 
And  pour’d  forth  miracles  of  kindnefs  on  me  : 

And  what  amends  is  now  within  my  pow’r. 

But  to  confefs,  expofemyfelf  tojuftice. 

And,  as  ableffing,  claim  my  punilhment?' 

Know  then,  Don  Carlos — 

Alonzo. 

Oh! 

Zanga. 

You  cannot  bear  it. 

Alonzo. 

Go  on  ;  I’ll  have  it,  though  it  blaft  mankind  : 

I’ll  have  it  all,  and  inftantly. - Go  on. 

Zanga. 

Don  Carlos  did  return  at  dead  of  night — —= 

Enter  Leonora. 

Leonora. 

My  lord  Alonzo,  you  are  abfent  from  us. 

And  quite  undo  our  joy. 

Alonzo. 

I’ll  come,  my  Love  s 
Be  not  our  friends  deferred  by  us  both  ; 

I’ll  follow  you  this  moment. 

Leonora. 

My  good  lord,, 

J  do 
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I  do  obferve  feverity  of  thought 
Upon  your  brow.  Aught  hear  you  from  the  Moors  ? 
Alonzo. 

No,  my  delight. 

Leonora. 

What  then  employ’d  your  mind  l 
Alonzo. 

Thou,  love,  and  only  thou;  fo  heav’n  befriend  me. 
As  other  thought  can  find  no  entrance  here. 

Leonora. 

How  good'  in  you,  my  lord,  whom  nations’  cares 
Solicit,  and  a  world  in  arms  obeys, 

To  drop  one  thought  on  me  ! 

Alonzo.  \He  Jhews  the  utmoJI  impatience .} 
Doll  thou  then  prize  it  ? 
Leonora. 

Do  you  then  alk  it  ? 

Alonzo. 

Know  then,  to  thy  comfort. 
Thou  haft  me  all ;  my  throbbing  heart  is  full 
With  thee  alone;  I’ve  thought  of  nothing  elfe  ; 

Nor  lhall,  I  from  my  foul  believe,  till  death. 

My  life,  our  friends  expefl  thee. 

Leonora. 

I  obey.  [ Exit  Leon. 

Alonzo, 

Is  that  the  face  of  curs’d  hypocrify  ? 

If  lhe  is  guilty,  liars  are  made  of  darknefs. 

And  beauty  lhall  no  more  belong  to  heav’m 
Don  Carlos  did  return  at  dead  of  night : 

Proceed,  good  Zanga ;  fo  thy  tale  began. 

Zanga. 

Don  Carlos  did  return  at  dead  of  night ; 


That 
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That  night,  by  chance  (ill  chance  for  me)  did  I 
Command  the  watch  that  guards  the  palace  gate  : 

He  told  me  he  had  letters  for  the  king, 

Difpatch’d  from  you. 

Alonzo. 

The  villain  ly’d. 

Zanga. 

My  lord, 

I  pray  forbear — Tranfported  at  his  fight. 

After  fo  long  a  bondage,  and  your  friend, 

(Who  cou'd  fufpedt  him  of  an  artifce  :) 

No  farther  I  enquir’d  ;  but  let  him  pafs, 

Falfe  to  my  truft;  at  leaf  imprudent  in  it. 

Our  watch  reliev’d,  I  went  into  the  garden. 

As  is  my  cuftom  when  the  night’s  ferene, 

And  took  a  moon-light  walk  :  /  hen  foon  I  heard 
A  milling  in  an  arboui  that  was  near  me  : 

I  faw  two  lovers  in  each  other’s  arms. 

Embracing  and  embrac’d:  Anon  the  man 
Arcfe  ;  and,  falling  back  fome  paces  from  her, 

Gaz’d  ardently  awhile  ;  then  rofh’d  at  once; 

And  throwing  all  himfelf  into  her  boiom. 

There  foftly  fgh’d  ;  “  O  night  of  ecitafy  ! 

When  lhall  we  meet  again  ?” - Don  Carlos  then 

Led  Leonora  forth. 

Alonzo. 

O  !  O  my  heart !  \He Jinks  into  a  chair  % 
Zanga. 

Groan  on,  an’d  with  the  found  refrelh  my  foul. 

’Tis  through  his  heart ;  his  knees  lmiteone  another  : 
’Tis  thro’  his  brain  ;  his  eye- bails  roll  in  anguirh.[^7<?if. 
My  lord,  my  lord,  why  will  you  rack  my  foul  ? 

Speak 
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Speak  to  me  ;  let  me  know  that  you  fcill  live. 

Do  you  not  know  me,  Sir  ?  Pray  look  upon  me  : 

You  think  too  deeply  :  I’m  your  own  Zanga, 

So  lov’d,  fo  cherilh’d,  and  fo  faithful  to  you.— 
Where  ftart  you  in  fuch  fury  ?  Nay,  my  lord. 

For  heav’n’s  fake,  Iheath  your  fword  !  What  can  this 
Fool  that  I  was,  to  trull  you  with  the  fecret;  [mean  ? 
And  you  unkind,  to  break  your  word  with  me. 

O  paflion  for  a  woman  !  On  the  ground? 

Where  is  your  boafted  courage  ?  Where  your  fcorn. 
And  prudent  rage,  that  was  to  cure' your  grief. 

And  chafe  your  love-bred  agonies  away  ? 

Rife,  Sir,  for  honour’s  fake.  Why  Ihould  the  Moors, 
Why  Ihould  the  vanquilh’d  triumph  ? 

Alonzo. 

Would  to  heaven. 

That  I  were  lower  ftill !  O  (he  was  All ! 

My  fame,  my  friendlhip,  and  my  love  of  arms, 

All  Hoop’d  to  her  ;  my  blood  was  her  polfeflion  : 

Deep  in  the  fecret  foldings  of  my  heart, 

She  liv’d  with  life,  and  far  the  dearer  Ihe  : 

But — and  no  more — fet  nature  in  a  blaze  ; 

Give  her  a  fit  of  jealoufy — away - 

To  think  on’t  is  the  torment  of  the  damn’d; 

And  not  to  think  on’t,  is  impoflible. 

How  fair  the  cheek,  that  firft  alarm’d  my  foul ! 

Flow  bright  the  eye,  that  fets  it  on  a  flame  ! 

Flow  foft  the  break,  on  which  I  laid  my  peace 
For  years  to  Humber,  unawak’d  by  care  ! 

Flew  fierce  the  tranfport !  how'  fublime  the  blifs !— * 
How  deep,  how  black,  the  horror,  and  defpair ! 


Zanga, 
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Zanga. 

You  faid,  you’d  bear  it  like  a  man. 

Alonzo. 

I  do. 

Am  I  not  moll  diftra&ed  ? 

Zanga. 

Pray  be  calm., 

Alonzo. 

As  hurricanes  :  Be  thou  allur’d  of  that.. 

Zanga. 

Is  this  the  wife  Alonzo  ? 

Alonzo. 

Villain,  no : 

He  dy’d  in  th’  arbour;  he  was  murder’d  there : 

I  am  his  daemon,  though — my  wife  !  my  wife  !  ■■■■-• 
Zanga. 


Alas !  he  weeps. 

Alonzo. 

Go,  dig  her  grave. 
Zanga. 


My  lord  I 

Alonzo. 

But  that  her  blood’s  too  hot,  I  would  caroufe  it- 
Around  my  bridal-board. 


Zanga,  [AJio/e.] 

And  I  would  pledge  thee. 
Alonzo. 

But  I  may  talk  too  fall.  Pray  let  me  think, 

And  reafon  mildly. — Wedded  and  undone 
Before  one  night  defcends— O  hafty  evil ! 

What  friend  to  comfort  me  in  this  extreme  ! 

Where’s  Carlos  ?  Why  is  Carlos  abfent  from  me  f 

Does  he  know  what  has  happen’d. 

5  Zanca. 
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Zanga. 

My  good  lord! 
Alonzo. 

C)  depth  of  horrors !  He ! — my  bofom  friend ! 
Zanga. 

Alas !  compofe  yourfelf,  my  lord. 

Alonzo. 

To  death. 


Gaze  on  her  nvith  both  eyes  fo  ardently  ! 

Give  them  the  vultures ;  tear  them  all  in  pieces ! 

Zanga.  [AJldel\ 

Mod  excellent ! 

Alonzo. 

Hark  !  you  can  keep  a  fecret. 

In  yonder  arbour  bound  with  jelfamin ;  j 

Who’s  that?  What  villain’s  that  ?  Unhand  her — Mur- 
Tear  them  afunder — Murder — How  they  grind 
My  heart  betwixt  them! — O  let  go  my  heart ! 

Yet  let  it  go — Embracing  and  embrac'd  ! 

O  pedilence ! — Who  let  him  in  ?  A  traitor. 

[Goes  to  Jiab  Zanga  :  he  pre-vents  hinu 
Alas !  my  head  turns  round,  and  my  limbs  fail  me. 
Zanga. 

My  lord ! 

Alonzo. 

O  villain,  villain,  mod  accurd  ! 

If  thou  didd  know  it,  why  didd  let  me  wed  ? 

Zanga. 

Hear  me,  my  lord ;  your  anger  will  abate  : 

I  knew  it  not ;  I  faw  them  in  the  garden  ; 

But  faw  no  more  than  you  might  well  expeft 
To  fee  in  lovers  dedin’d  for  each  other  : 

By  heav’n,  I  thought  their  meeting  innocent. 


Who 
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Who  could  fufpe#  fair  Leonora's  virtue. 

Till  after-proofs  confpir’d  to  blacken  it? 

Sad  proofs,  which  came  too  late  ;  which  broke  not  out 
(Eternal  curfes  on  Alvarez?  halte  !) 

Till  holy  rites  had  made  the  wanton  yours ; 

And  then,  I  own,  I  labour’d  to  conceal  it. 

In  duty,  and  compallion  to  your  peace. 

Alonzo. 

Live  now  ;  be  damn’d  hereafter ;  for  I  want  thee. 

0  night  of  ecfafy  ! — Ha  !  was’t  not  fo  ? 

I  will  enjoy  this  murder- —  Let  me  think— 

The  jefs’min  bow’r  ;  ’tis  fecret  and  remote  : 

Go,  wait  me  there,  and  take  thy  dagger  with  thee. 

[Exit  Zanga. 

How  the  fweet  found  Hill  fings  within  my  ear  ! 

When  Jhall  we  meet  again  ?  To-night,  in  hell. 

[As  he  is  going  out.  Enter  Leonora'. 
Ha  !  I’m  furpriz’d  j  1  flagger  at  her  charms. 

O  angel-devil ! — Shall  1  flab  her  now  ? 

No,  it  fhall  be  as  I  had  firfl  determin’d : 

To  kill  her  now  were  half  my  vengeance  loft. 

Then  I  limit  now  diffemble— — if  I  can, 

Leonora. 

My  lord,  excufe  me  ;  fee,  a  fecond  time 
I  come  in  embaffy  from  all  your  friends, 

Whofe  joys  are  languid,  uninfpir’d  by  you. 

Alonzo. 

This  moment,  Leonora,  I  was  coming 

To  thee,  and  all - But  fure,  or  I  rniftake. 

Or  thou  canft  well  infpire  my  friends  with  joy. 
Leonora. 


Why  fighs  my  lord  ? 


Alonzo, 
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Alonzo. 

I  figh’d  not,  Leonora. 

Leonora. 

I  thought  you  did  :  Your  fighs  are  mine,  my  lord. 
And  I  mail  feel  them  all. 

Alonzo. 

Dolt  flatter  me  ? 
Leonora. 

Tf  my  regards  for  you  are  flattery, 

Full  far  indeed  I  ftretch’d  the  compliment 
In  this  day’s  folemn  rite. 

Alonzo. 

What  rite  ? 

Leonora. 

Youfport  rat* 

Alonzo. 

Indeed  I  do ;  my  heart  is  full  of  mirth. 

Leonora. 

And  fo  is  mine — I  look  on  chearfulnefs. 

As  o»  the  health  of  virtue. 

Alonzo. 

Virtue !-— — Damn— — 
Leonora, 

What  fays  my  lord  ? 

Alonzo. 

Thou  art  exceeding  fair, 
Leonora . 

Beauty  alone  is  but  of  little  worth  ; 

But  when  the  foul  and  body  of  a  piece. 

Both  fliine  alike  ;  then  they  obtain  a  price. 

And  are  a  fit  reward  for  gallant  adiions, 

Heav’n’s  pay  on  earth  for  fuch  great  fouls  as  yours : 
If  fair  and  innocent,  I  am  your  due. 


Alonzo. 
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Innocent ! 


Alonzo.  [Af.de.  ] 


Leonora. 

How  ! — my  lord,  I  Interrupt  you. 
Alonzo. 

No,  my  belt  life;  I  mull  not  part  with  thee  : 

This  hand  is  mine.  O  !  what  a  hand  is  here  ! 

So  foft,  fouls  link  into  it,  and  are  loll ! 

Leonora. 

In  tears,  my  lord  ? 

Alonzo. 

What  lefs  can  fpeak  my  joy  ? 

I  gaze,  and  I  forget  my  own  exilience  ; 

’Tis  all  a  vifion  ;  my  head  fwims  in  heav’n. 
Wherefore,  O  !  wherefore,  this  expence  of  beauty  ? 

And  wherefore  ?  O  ! - 

Why,  I  could  gaze  upon  thy  looks  for  ever, 

And  drink  in  all  my  being  from  thine  eyes  j 
And  I  could  fnatch  a  flaming  thunderbolt. 

And  hurl  dellrudlion. - 

Leonora. 


How,  my  lord !  What  mean  you  ? 
Acquaint  me  with  the  fecret  of  your  heart. 

Or  call  me  out  for  ever  from  your  love. 

Alonzo. 

Art  thou  concern’d  for  me  ? 

Leonora. 

My  lord,  you  fright  me. 

Is  this  the  fondnefs  of  your  nuptial  hour  ? 

I  am  ill-us’d,  my  lord  ;  I  mull  not  bear  it. 

Whv,  when  I  woo  your  hand,  is  it  deny’d  me  b 
Your  very  eyes,  why  are  they  taught  to  Ihun  me  ? 
Nay,  my  good  lord,  I  have  a  title  here ;  [7 aking  his  hand. 
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And  I  will  have  it.  Am  I  not  your  wife  ? 

Have  I  not  juft  authority  to  know 

That  heart,  which  I  have  purchas’d  with  my  own  f 

Lay  it  before  me  then  ;  it  is  my  due. 

Unkind  Alonzo,  though  I  might  demand  it. 

Behold,  I  kneel !  See,  Leonora  kneels. 

And  deigns  to  be  a  beggar  for  her  own  ! 

Tell  me  the  fecret :  I  conjure  you  tell  me. 

The  bride  foregoes  the  homage  of  her  day ; 

Alvarez'  daughter  trembles  in  the  dull : 

Speak  then  ;  I  charge  you  fpeak,  or  I  expire, 

And  load  you  with  my  death.  My  lord — my  lord ! 
Alonzo. 

Ha  !  ha !  ha  !  [He  breaks  from  her ,  and  fhe finks  upon 

the  floor. 


Leonora. 

Are  thefe  the  joys  which  fondly  I  conceiv’d  ? 
And  is  it  thus  a  wedded  life  begins  i 
What  did  I  part  with,  when  I  gave  my  heart  i 
I  knew  not  that  all  happinefs  went  with  it. 

Why  did  I  leave  my  tender  father’s  wing, 

And  venture  into  love  ?  That  maid  that  loves. 

Goes  out  to  fea  upon  a  lhatter’d  plank. 

And  puts  her  truft  in  miracles  for  fafety. 

Where  lhall  I  figh?  Where  pour  out  my  complaint  i 
He  that  ihould  hear,  Ihould  fuccour,  Ihould  redrefs. 


He  is  the  fource  of  all. 

Alonzo. 

Go  to  thy  chamber  ; 

I  loon  will  follow  t  That  which  now  difturba  thee. 
Shall  be  clear’d  up,  and  thou  limit  not  condemn  me. 

[Exit  Leonora. 
O,  how 
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O,  how  like  innocence  Hie  looks !  What,  flab  her. 
And  rufh  into  her  blood  ? — I  never  can  ; 

In  her,  guilt  fliines,  and  nature  holds  my  hand. 
How  then  i  Why  thus — No  more  ;  it  is  determin’d. 


Enter  Zanga. 

Zanga.  [Af.de.] 

I  fear  his  heart  has  fail’d  him.  She  mull  die. 

Can  I  not  rouze  the  fnake  that’s  in  his  bofom. 

To  fling  out  human  nature,  and  elfedl  it  ? 

Alonzo. 

This  vaft  and  folid  earth,  that  blazing  fun, 

Thofe  ikies,  thro’  which  it  rolls,  mull  all  have  end. 
What  then  is  man  ?  The  fmalleft  part  of  nothing. 
Day  buries  day  ;  month,  month  ;  and  year  the  year 
Our  life  is  but  a  chain  of  many  deaths. 

Can  then  death’s  felf  b ;  fear’d  ?  Our  life  much  rather 
Life  is  the  defart,  life  the  folitude  ; 

Death  joins  us  to  tiie  great  majority  : 

’Tis  to  be  born  to  Piute's  and  to  Ceefar ; 

’Tis  to  be  great  for  ever ; 

’Tis  pleafure,  ’tis  ambition,  then,  to  die. 


Zanga. 

I  think,  my  lord,  you  talk’d  of  death. 

Alonzo, 

Zanga. 


I  did. 


I  give  you  joy ;  then  Leonora's  dead. 

Alonzo. 

No,  Zanga ,  no  ;  the  greatefl  guilt  is  mine  : 

’Tis  mine,  who  might  have  mark’d  his  midnight  \^'t 
Who  might  have  mark’d  his  tamenefs  to  refign  her  ; 
Who  might  have  mark’d  her  fudden  turn  of  love  : 

Thefe 
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Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  tokens  more;  and  yet 
(For  which  the  faints  abfolve  my  foul !)  did  wed. 
Zanga. 

Where  does  this  tend? 

Alonzo. 

To  flied  a  woman’s  blood 

Would  ftain  my  fword,  and  make  my  wars  inglorious ; 
But  jud  refentment  to  myfelf,  bears  in  it 
A  llamp  of  greatnefs  above  vulgar  minds : 

He  who,  fuperior  to  the  checks  of  nature. 

Dares  make  his  life  the  vidtim  of  his  reafon. 

Does  in  fome  fort  that  reafon  deify, 

And  take  a  flight  at  heav’n. 

Zanga, 

Alas !  my  lord, 

’Tis  not  your  reafon,  but  her  beauty,  finds 
Thofe  arguments,  and  throws  you  on  your  fword  ; 
You  cannot  dole  an  eye  that  is  fo  bright ; 

You  cannot  ftrike  a  b'redl  that  is  fo  foft ; 

That  has  ten  thoufand  eeftafies  in  ftore— 

For  Carlos  ? — No,  my  lord  ;  f  mean  for  you. 
Alonzo. 

O  !  thro’  my  heart  and  marrow  !  Pr’ythee  fpare  me  ; 
Nor  more  upbraid  the  weaknefs  of  thy  lord; 

I  own,  I  ry’d,  I  quarrell’d,  with  my  heart. 

And  pufh’d  it  on,  and  bid  it  give  her  death ; 

But,  0  !  her  eyes  ftruck  firfl,  and  murder’d  me, 
Zanga. 

I  know  not  what  to  anfwer  to  my  lord. 

Men  are  but  men  ;  we  did  not  make  ourfelves ; 
Farewel  then,  my  bell  lord,  fince  you  mull  die., 

O  that  I  were  to  lhare  ycur  monument, 
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And  in  eternal  darknefs  clofe  thefe  eyes 
Again!!  thofe  fcenes  which  I  am  doom’d  to  fuifer  t 
Alonzo. 

What  doll  thou  mean  ? 

Zanga. 

And  is  it  then  unknown  ? 
O  grief  of  heart,  to  think  that  you  Ihould  alk  it ! 
Sure  you  aiftruft  that  ardent  love  I  bear  you, 

Elfe  could  you  doubt  when  you  are  laid  in  dull — 

But  it  will  cut  my  poor  heart  through  and  through 
To  fee  thofe  revel  on  your  facred  tomb, 

Who  brought  you  thither  by  their  lawlefs  loves : 

For  there  they’ll  revel,  and  exult  to  find 
Him  lleep  fo  faft,  who  elfe  would  mar  their  joys. 
Alonzo. 

Diftraflion  l— But  Don  Carlos,  well  thou  know’ll, 

Is  Iheath’d  in  Heel,  and  bent  on  other  thoughts. 
Zanga. 

I’ll  work  him  to  the  murder  of  his  friend —  \AJidt, 

Yes,  till  the  fever  of  his  blood  returns. 

While  her  laft  kifs  Hill  glows  upon  his  cheek. 

But  when  he  finds  Alonzo  is  no  more. 

How  will  he  rufh,  like  lightning,  to  her  arms! 

There  figh,  there  languilh,  there  pour  out  his  foul  j 
But  not  in  grief — fad  obfequies  to  thee — — 

But  thou  wilt  be  at  peace,  nor  fee,  nor  hear. 

The  burning  kifs,  the  figh  of  ecllafy. 

Their  throbbing  hearts  that  jofde  one  another  : 

Thank  heav’n,  thefe  torments  will  be  all  my  own. 
Alonzo. 

I’ll  eafe  thee  of  that  pain  ;  Let  Carlos  die; 

O’er- 
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O’ertake  him  on  the  road,  and  fee  it  done. 

’Tis  my  command.  [Gives  bis  Jignet .] 

Z  A  N  g  a  . 

I  dare  not  difobey. 

Alonzo. 

My  Zanga ,  now  I  have  thy  leave  to  die. 

Z  A  N  G  A  . 

Ah,  Sir,  think,  think  again.  Are  all  men  buried 
In  Carlos'  grave  ?  You  know  not  womankind  : 

When  once  the  throbbing  of  the  heart  has  broke 
The  modeft  zone,  with  which  it  firft  was  ty’d. 

Each  man  fne  meets  will  be  a  Carlos  to  her. 

Alonzo. 

That  thought  has  more  of  hell  than  had  the  former  j- 
Another,  and  another,  and  another ! 

And  each  Ihrall  call  a  fmile  upon  my  tomb  ! 

I  am  convinc’d  ;  I  mull  not,  will  not,  die. 

Zj  A  N  G  A  . 

You  cannot  die  ;  nor  can  you  murder  her. 

What  then  remains  ?  In  nature  no  third  way. 

But  to  forget,  and  fo  to  love  again. 

Alonzo. 

Oh! 


Zanga. 

If  you  forgive,  the  world  will  call  you  Good; 

If  you  forget,  the  world  will  call  you  Wife  ; 

If  you  receive  her  to  your  grace  again. 

The  world  will  call  you,  very,  very  kind . 

Alonzo. 

Zanga,  I  underftand  thee  well.  She  dies  ; 

Tho’  my  arm  tremble  at  the  ftroke,  Ihe  dies. 

Zanga. 

That’s  truly  great.  What  think  you  ’twas  fet  up 
Voir,  II.  I  1  he 


I70  THE  REVENGE. 

The  Greek  and  Roman  name  in  fuch  a  luftre, 

But  doing  right  in  Hern  defpite  to  nature. 

Shutting  their  ears  to  all  her  little  cries, 

When  great,  auguft,  and  godlike  juftice  call’d  i 
At  Aulis,  one  pour’d  out  a  daughter’s  life, 

And  gain’d  more  glory  than  by  all  his  wars ; 

Another  dev/  a  filler  in  juft  rage ; 

A  third,  the  theme  of  all  fucceeding  times, 

Gave  to  the  cruel  ax  a  darling  fon  : 

Nay  more,  for  juftice  fome  devote  themfelves. 

As  he  at  Carthage ,  an  immortal  name  ! 

Yet  there  is  one  ftep  left  above  ’em  all. 

Above  their  hirtory,  above  their  fable. 

A  wife,  bride,  miftrefs,  unenjoy’d — Do  That, 

And  tread  upon  the  Greek  and  Roman  glory. 

Alonzo. 

’Tis  done — again  new  tranfports  fire  my  brain  ; 

I  had  forgot  it ;  ’tis  my  bridal  night : 

Friend,  give  me  joy  ;  we  mull  be  gay  together  : 

See  that  the  fellival  be  duly  honour’d. 

And  when  with  garlands  the  full  bowl  is  crown’d. 
And  mafic  gives  her  elevating  found, 

And  golden  carpets  fpread  the  facred  floor. 

And  a  new  day  the  blazing  tapers  pour. 

Thou,  Zanga ,  then  my  folemn  friends  invite. 

From  the  dark  realms  of  everlafting  night; 

Call  vengeance,  call  the  furies,  call  defpair  ; 

And  death,  our  chief  invited  guelt,  be  there  ; 

He,  with  pale  hand,  lhall  lead  the  bride,  and  fpread 
Eternal  curtains  round  our  nuptial  bed.  [ Exeunt . 
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Enter  Alonzo. 

Alonzo. 

O  Pitiful !  O  terrible  to  fight  ! 

Poor  mangled  lhade,  all  cover’d  o’er  with  wounds 
And  fo  difguis’d  with  blood  !  Who  murder’d  thee  ? 
Tell  thy  fad  tale,  and  thou  lhalt  be  reveng’d. 

Ha  !  Carlos  ? — Horror  !  Carlos  ? — O,  away  ! 

Go  to  thy  grave,  or  let  me  fink  to  mine. 

I  cannot  bear  the  fight — What  fight  ? — Where  am  f  ? 
There’s  nothing  here— —  If  this  was  fancy’s  work. 

She  draws  a  pitture  ltrongly. - - 

Enter  Zanga. 

Zanga. 

Ha ! — You’re  pale, 

Alonzo. 

Is  Carlos  murder’d  ? 

Zanga. 

I  obey’d  your  order. 
Six  ruffians  overtook  him  on  the  road  ; 

He  fought  as  he  was  wont,  and  four  he  flew  ; 

Then  funk  beneath  an  hundred  wounds  to  death  : 

His  laft  breath  bled;  Alonzo,  and  defil’d 
His  bones  might  reft  near  yours. 

Alonzo. 

O  Zanga  !  Zanga  /— 

I  2  But 
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But  I’ll  not  think  ;  for  I  mull;  aft ;  and  thinking 
Would  ruin  me  for  aftion.  O  the  medley 
Of  right  and  wrong  !  the  chaos  in  my  brain ! 

He  Ihould,  and  fhould  not  die— You  lhould  obey, 
And  not  obey  — -  It  is  a  day  of  darknefs. 

Of -contradictions,  and  of  many  deaths. 

Where’s  Leonora  then  ?  Quick  anfwer  me ; 

I’m  deep  in  horrors ;  I’ll  be  deeper  Hill.— 

I  find  thy  artifice  did  take  effeCt, 

And  Ihe  forgives  my  late  deportment  to  her. 

Zanga. 

I  told  her,  from  your  childhood  you  was  wont, 

On  any  great  furprize,  but  chiefly  then, 

When  caufe  of  forrow  bore  it  company, 

To  have  your  paflion  fhake  the  feat  of  reafon  ; 

A  momentary  ill,  which  foon  blew  o’er : 

Then  did  I  tell  her  of  Don  Carlos’’  death  ; 

(Wifely  fupprefling  by  what  means  he  fell) 

And  laid  the  blame  on  that.  At  firlt  the  doubted  j 
But  fuch  the  honeft  artifice  I  us’d, 

And  fuch  her  ardent  wilh  it  lhould  be  true, 

That  lhe,  at  length,  was  fully  fatisfy’d. 

Alonzo. 

’Twas  well  lhe  was.  In  our  late  interview. 

My  paflion  fo  far  threw  me  from  my  guard, 

(Methinks  ’tis  ftrange !)  that,  confcious  of  her  guilt. 
She  faw  not,  thro’  its  thin  difguife,  my  heart. 
Zanga. 

But  what  defign  you,  Sir ;  and  how  ? 

Alonzo. 

I’ll  tell  thee. 

Thus  I’ve  ordain’d  it :  In  the  jefs’min  bow’r. 
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The  place  which  ihe  diihonour’d  with  her  guilt. 
There  will  I  meet  her  ;  the  appointment’s  made  ; 

And  calmly  fpread  (for  I  can  do  it  now) 

The  blacknefs  of  her  crime  before  her  fight ; 

And  then,  with  all  the  cool  folemnity 
Of  public  juftice,  give  her  to  the  grave.  [Exit. 

Zanga. 

Why,  get  thee  gone  !  Horror  and  night  go  with  thee  ! 
Sillers  of  Acheron,  go  hand  in  hand  ; 

Go  dance  around  the  bow’r,  and  clofe  them  in  ; 

And  tell  them,  that  I  fent  you  to  falute  them  ! 
Prophane  the  ground  ;  and  for  th’  ambrofial  rofe. 
And  breath  of  jefs’min,  let  hemlock  blacken. 

And  deadly  nightlhade  poifon  all  the  air ! 

For  the  fweet  nightingale,  may  ravens  croak, 

Toads  pant,  and  adders  ruitle  thro’  the  leaves ; 

May  ferpents  winding  up  the  trees,  let  fall 
Their  hiding  necks  upon  them  from  above, 

And  mingle  kiffes — fuch  as  I  Ihould  give  them  !  [Exit. 

SCENE,  The  Bower. 

Leonora  Jleeping.  Enter  Alonzo. 
Alonzo. 

TTE  amaranths !  ye  rofes,  like  the  morn  ! 

A  Sweet  myrtles,  and  ye  golden  orange-groves ! 
Why  do  you  fmile  ?  Why  do  you  look  fo  fair  i 
Are  you  not  blafled  as  I  enter  in  ? 

Yes  ;  fee  how  every  flow’r  lets  fall  its  head  ! 

How  lhudders  every  leaf  without  a  wind  ! 

How  every  green  is  as  the  ivy  pale  ! 

Did  ever  midnight  ghoils  affemble  here  ? 

I  3 
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Have  thefe  fweet  echoes  ever  Iearn.t  to  groan  ? 
Joy-giving,  love-infpiring,  holy  bow’r  ! 

Know,  in  thy  fragrant  bofom,  thou  receiv'd 
A — murderer :  O  !  I  fhall  ftain  thy  lilies. 

And  horror  will  ufurp  the  feat  of  blifs. 

So  Lucifer  broke  into  Paradife,  [deeps 

And  foon  damnation  follow’d.  [He  advances.]  Ha  !  Ihe 
The  day’s  uncommon  heat  has  overcome  her : 

Then  take,  my  longing  eyes,  your  laft  full  gaze. 

O,  what  a  fight  is  here  !  How  dreadful  fair  ! 

Who  would  not  think  that  Being  innocent  ? 

Where  fhall  I  flrike  ?  Who  ftrikes  her,  ftrikes  himfelf. 
My  own  life-blood  will  iflue  at  her  wound. 

O  my  diftra&ed  heart ! — O  cruel  heaven  ! 

To  give  fuch  charms  as  thofe,  and  then  call  man, 
Meer  man,  to  be  your  executioner. 

Was  it  becaufe  it  was  too  hard  for  you  ? 

But  fee,  Ihe  fmiles  !  I  never  fhall  fmile  more  ; 

It  ftrongly  tempts  me  to  a  parting  kifs. 

[Going,  he  Jiarts  back. 

Ha  !  fmile  again  !  She  dreams  of  him  Ihe  loves : 
Curfe  on  her  charms !  I’ll  ftab  her  thro’  them  all. 

[As  he  is  going  to  Jirike,  Jht  'wakes • 

Leonora. 

My  lord,  your  Hay  was  long ;  and  yonder  lull 
Of  falling  waters  tempted  me  to  reft, 

Difpirited  with  noon’s  exceffive  heat. 

Alonzo. 

Ye  pow’rs  with  what  an  eye  Ihe  mends  the  day! 

While  they  were  clos’d,  I  ftiould  have  giv’n  the  blow. 

[AJide. 
O  for 
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O  for  a  laft  embrace  !  and  then  for  juftice  : 

Thus  heav’n  and  I  fhall  both  be  fatisfy’d. 

✓  Leonora. 

What  fays  my  lord  ? 

Alonzo. 

Why  This  Jlonzo  fays : 

If  love  were  endlefs,  men  were  gods  ;  ’tis  that 

Does  counter-balance  travel,  danger,  pain - 

’Tis  heav’n’s  expedient  to  make  mortals  bear 
The  light,  and  cheat  them  of  the  peaceful  grave. 
Leonora. 

Alas !  my  lord,  why  talk  you  of  the  grave  ? 

Your  friend  is  dead  ;  in  friendlhip  you  fuftain 
A  mighty  lofs  j  repair  it  with  my  love. 

Alonzo. 

Thy  love  ?  Thou  piece  of  witchcraft ! — I  wou’d  fay, 
Thou  brighteft  angel !  I  could  gaze  for  ever. 

Where  hadft  thou  this  ?  Enchantrefs,  tell  me  where  ? 
WThich  with  a  touch  works  miracles,  boils  up 
My  blood  to  tumults,  and  turns  round  my  brain  ! 
Ev’n  now  thou  fwimm’ft  before  me  :  I  fhall  lofe  thee : 
No,  I  will  make  thee  fure,  and  clafp  thee  all. 

Who  turn’d  this  flender  waift  with  fo  much  art. 

And  Ihut  perfeftion  in  fo  fmall  a  ring  ? 

Who  fpread  that  pure  expanfe  of  white  above. 

On  which  the  dazzled  fight  can  find  no  reft  ; 

But,  drunk  with  beauty,  wanders  up  and  down 
For  ever,  and  for  ever  finds  new  charms  ? 

But,  O  thofe  eyes !  thofe  murderers !  O  whence, 
Whence  didft  thoufteal  their  burning  orbs?  From  heav’n 
Thou  did’ft ;  and  ’tis  religion  to  adore  them. 

I  4  Le- 
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Leonora. 

My  belt  Alonzo,  moderate  your  thought ; 

Extremes  ftill  fright  me,  tho’  of  love  itferf. 

Alonzo. 

Extremes  indeed  !  It  hurried  me  away ; 

But  I  come  home  again— and  now  for  juftice — — 

And  now  for  death — It  is  impoffible - 

Sure  fuch  were  made  by  heav’n  guiltlefs  to  Jin, 

Or  in  their  guilt  to  laugh  at  punifhment.  [AJide. 
I  leave  her  to  juft  heav’n.  [ Drops  the  dagger,  and  goes  off, 
Leonora. 

Ha  !  a  dagger ! 

What  doft  thou  fay,  thou  minifter  of  death  ? 

What  dreadful  tale  doft  tell  me  ?  Let  me  think. 

Enter  Zanga. 

Zanga.  [Affde.] 

Death  to  my  tow’ring  hope  !  O  fall  from  high  ! 

My  clofe  long-labour’d  fcheme  at  once  is  blafted. 
That  dagger  found  will  caufe  her  to  enquire  j 
Enquiry  will  difcover  all ;  my  hopes 
Of  vengeance  periJh  ;  I  myfelf  am  loft — — 

Curfe  on  the  coward’s  heart !  wither  his  hand. 

Which  held  the  fteel  in  vain  ! — What  can  be  done  ?— 
Where  can  I  fix — That’s  fomething  ftill — ’twill  breed 
Fell  rage  and  bitternefs  betwixt  their  fouls. 

Which  may  perchance  grow  up  to  greater  evil ; 

If  not,  ’tis  all  I  can - It  Jhal!  be  fo - 

Leonora. 

O  Zanga  !  I  am  Jinking  in  my  fears ! 

Alonzo  dropt  this  dagger  as  he  left  me  ; 

And  left  me  in  a  ftrange  diforder  too. 

What  can  this  mean  ?  Angels  preferva  his  life  ! 

Zanga. 
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Zanga, 

Yours,  Madam  ;  yours. 

Leonora. 

What,  Zanga ,  doll  thou  fay  ? 
Zanga. 

Carry  you  goodnefs  then  to  fuch  extremes,  j 
So  blinded  to  the  faults  of  him  you  love. 

That  you  perceive  not  he  is  jealous  ? 

Leonora. 

Heav’ns  l 

And  yet  a  thoufand  things  recur  that  fwear  it. 

What  villain  could  infpire  him  with  that  thought  t 
It  is  not  of  the  growth  of  his  own  nature. 

Zanga. 

Some  villain  ;  who,  hell  knows }  but  he  is  jealous  ; 
And  ’tis  moll  fit  a  heart  fo  pure  as  yours 
Do  itfelf  jullice,  and  afiert  its  honour. 

And  make  him  confcious  of  his  llab  to  virtue. 

Leonora. 

Jfealous  !  it  fickens  at  my  heart.  Unkind, 
Ungenerous,  groundlefs,  weak,  and  infolent ! 

Why  ?  wherefore  ?  On  what  lhadow  of  occafion  ? 

’Tis  fafcination  ;  ’tis  the  wrath  of  heav’n 
For  the  colle&ed  crimes  of  all  his  race. 

O  how  the  great  man  leffens  to  my  thought ! 

How  could  fo  mean  a  vice  as  jealoufy. 

Unnatural  child  of  ignorance  and  guilt. 

Which  tears  and  feeds  upon  its  parent’s  heart, 

Live  in  a  throng  of  fuch  exalted  virtues  ? 

I  fcorn  and  hate — yet  love  him,  and  adore  : 

I  cannot,  will  not,  dare  not,  think  it  true, 

’Till  from  himfelf  I  know  it. 
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ZaNGA. 

This  fucceeds 

Juft  to  my  wifh.  Now  fhe  with  violence 
Upbraids  him  ;  he,  not  doubting  Ihe  is  guilty. 

Rages  no  lefs ;  and  if  on  either  fide 

The  waves  run  high,  there  ftill  lives  hope  of  ruin. 

[Enter  Alonzo. 

My  lord- 


Alonzo. 

O  Zanga  !  hold  thy  peace  ;  I  am  no  coward  ; 
But  heav’n  itfelf  did  hold  my  hand  ;  I  felt  it ; 
By  the  well-being  of  my  foul,  I  did: 

I’ll  think  of  vengeance  at  another  feafon. 

Zanga. 


My  lord,  her  guilt - 

Ai.onzo. 

Perdition  on  thee,  Moor, 

For  that  one  word  !  Ah  !  do  not  rouze  that  thought ; 

I  have  o’erwhelm’d  it  much  as  poflible  : 

Away  then  ;  let  us  talk  cf  other  things : 

1  tell  thee,  Moor,  I  love  her  to  diftraflion  : 

If ’tis  my  fname,  why  be  it  fo - 1  love  her  ; 

Nor  can  I  help  it ;  ’tis  impos’d  upon  me 
By  fome  fuperior  and  refifllefs  pow’r : 

I  could  not  hurt  her  to  be  lord  of  earth  ; 

It  ihocks  my  nature  like  a  ftroke  at  heav’n. 

Angels  defend  her,  as  if  innocent! 

But  fee,  my  Leonora  comes  : — Be  gone.  \_Ex.  Zanga. 

[Enter  Leonora. 

O  feen  for  ever  !  yet  for  ever  new  ! 

The  conquer’d  thou  doll  conquer  o’er  again, 

Infiifting  wound  on  wound. 

Leo. 
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Leonora. 

Alas,  my  lord  ! 

What  need  of  this  to  me  ? 

Alonzo. 

Ha  !  doft  thou  weep  ? 


Have  I  no  caufe  ? 


Leonora. 


Alonzo. 

If  love  is  thy  concern. 

Thou  haft  no  caufe ;  none  ever  lov’d  like  me. 
But  wherefore  this  f  Is  it  to  break  my  heart. 
Which  lofes  fo  much  blood  for  every  tear  f 
Leonora. 


Is  it  fo  tender  ? 

Alonzo. 

Is  it  not  ?  O  heav’n  ! 

Doubt  of  my  love  ?  Why,  I  am  nothing  elfe  ; 

It  quite  abforhs  my  every  other  paffion. 

O  that  this  one  embrace  would  laft  for  ever  ! 

Leonora. 

Could  this  man  ever  mean  to  wrong  my  virtue  ? 

Could  this  man  e’er  defign  upon  my  life  ? 

ImpoiTible  !  I  throw  away  the  thought.  \_AJide . 

Thcfe  tears  declare  how  much  I  tafte  the  joy 
Of  being  folded  in  your  arms  and  heart  j 
My  univerfedoes  lie  within  that  fpace. 

This  dagger  bore  falfe  witnefs.  [Skewing  it . 

Alonzo. 

Ha  !  my  dagger  ? 

It  rouzes  horrid  images :  Away, 

Away  with  it,  and  let  us  talk  of  Love, 

Plunge  ourfelves  deep  into  the  fweet  illufion, 

And  hide  us  there  from  every  other  thought. 

I  6  Leo. 
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Leonora. 

Alonzo. 

Let’s  talk  of  Love; 
Leonora. 


Alonzo. 

As  thou  lev’ll  happinefs - 

Leonora. 


Of  Death. 


Alonzo. 


Of  murder. 


Ralh 

Rafh  woman,  yet  forbear. 

Leonora. 

Approve  my  wrongs ! 
Alonzo. 

Then  mull  I  fly,  for  thy  fake  and  my  own. 

Leonora. 

Nay,  by  my  injuries,  you  firft  mull  hear  me  : 
Stab  me,  then  think  it  much  to  hear  me  groan  ! 

Alonzo. 


> 


Heav’ns  ftrikemedeaf! 

Leonora. 

It  well  may  fling  you  home. 
Alonzo. 

Alas !  thou  quite  miftak’ft  my  caufe  of  pain. 

Yet,  yet  difmifs  me  ;  I  am  all  in  flames. 

Leonora. 

Who  has  moll  caufe?  You,  or  myfelf?  What  a£l 
Of  my  whole  life  encourag’d  you  to  this  ? 

Or  of  your  own,  what  guilt  has  drawn  it  on  you  ? 

You  find  me  kind,  and  think  me  kind  to  all ; 

The  weak,  ungenerous  error  of  your  fex. 

What  could  infpire  the  thought  ?  We  oft’nefl  judge 

6  From 
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From  our  own  hearts  :  and  is  yours  then  fo  frail. 

It  prompts  you  to  conceive  thus  ill  of  me  ? 

He  that  can  ftoop  to  harbour  fuch  a  thought, 

Deferves  to  find  it  true.  [Holding  him. 

Alonzo. 

O  fex,  fex,  fex  !  [ Turning  on  her 
The  language  of  you  all.  Ill-fated  woman  ! 

Why  haft  thou  forc’d  me  back  into  the  gulph 
Of  agonies,  I  had  block’d  up  from  thought  ? 

I  know  the  caufe  ;  thou,  faw’ft  me  impotent 

E’er  while  to  hurt  thee,  therefore  thou  turn’ll  on  me : 

But,  by  the  pangs  I  fuffer,  to  thy  woe  : 

For,  fince  thou  haft  replung’d  me  in  my  torture, 

I  will  be  fatisfied. 

Leonora. 

Be  fatisfied  1 
Alonzo. 

Yes  ;  thy  own  mouth  lhall  witnefs  it  againft  thee; 

I  will  be  fatisfied. 

Leonora. 

Of  what  ? 

Alonzo. 

Of  what  ? 

How  dar’ft  thou  alk  that  queftion  ?  Woman,  Woman* 
Weak,  and  allur’d  at  once  ;  thus  ’tis  for  ever. 

Who  told  thee  that  thy  virtue  was  fufpefled  ? 

Who  told  thee  I  defign’d  upon  thy  life  ? 

You  found  the  dagger,  but  that  could  not  fpeak  } 

Nor  did  I  tell  thee :  Who  did  tell  thee  then  ? 

Guilt,  confcious  guilt. 

Leonora. 

This  to  my  face  ?  0  heav’n ! 

Alon- 
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Alonzo. 


This  to  thy  very  foul. 

Leonora. 

Thou’rt  not  in  earneft  I 
Alonzo. 


Serious  as  death. 

Leonora. 

Then  heav’n  have  mercy  on  thee. 
Till  now,  I  ftruggled  not  to  think  it  true; 

I  fought  convi&ion,  and  would  not  believe  it : 

And  dolt  thou  force  me  ?  This  fhall  not  be  borne  : 
Thou  lhalt  repent  this  infult.  [Going. 

Alonzo. 

Madam,  flay : 

Your  paflion’s  wife  ;  ’tis  a  difguife  for  guilt : 

’Tis  my  turn  now  to  fix  you  here  awhile  ; 

You,  and  your  thoufand  arts,  fhall  not  efcape  me. 
Leonora. 


Arts  ? 


Alonzo. 

Arts  !  Confefs  5  for  death  is  in  my  hand. 
Leonora. 

’Tis  in  your  words. 

Alonzo. 

Confefs,  confefs,  confefs; 
Nor  tear  my  veins  with  paflion  to  compel  thee. 

Leonora. 

I  fcorn  to  anfwer  thee,  prefumptuous  man  ! 

Alonzo. 

Deny  then,  and  incur  a  fouler  lhame. 

Where  did  I  find  this  pifture  ? 

Leonora. 


Ha  !  Don  Carlos? 

By  my  bell  hopes,  more  welcome  than  thy  own. 

7  Alonzo, 
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Alonzo. 

I  know  it ;  but  is  vice  fo  very  rank. 

That  thou  Ihould’ft  dare  to  dafh  it  in  my  face  ? 
Nature  is  fick  of  thee,  abandon’d  woman  1 
Leonora. 


Repent. 


Alonzo. 


Is  that  for  me  ? 

Leonora. 

Fall,  alk  my  pardon. 
Alonzo. 

Aftonilhment  ! 


Leonora. 

Dar’ft  thou  periift  to  think  I  am  difhoneft  ? 
Alonzo. 


I  know  thee  fo. 

Leonora. 

This  blow  then  to  thy  heart  ,  —  ■  - 
[She /tabs  her/ elf,  be  endeavouring  to  prevent  her. 
Alonzo. 


Ho  !  Zanga!.  Ifabella  !  Ho  !  She  bleeds  1 
Defcend,  ye  blelfed  angels,  to  afiift  her  1 

Leonora. 

This  is  the  only  way  I  would  wound  thee, 

Tho’  mod  unjuft.  Now  think  me  guilty  Hill. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Alonzo. 

Bear  her  to  inftant  help  :  The  world  to  fave  her  ! 
Leonora. 

Unhappy  man  !  well  may’ll  thou  gaze  and  tremble; 
But  fix  thy  terror  and  amazement  right ; 

Not  on  my  blood,  but  on  thy  own  diltradtion. 

What  haft  thou  done  i  Whom  cenfur’d  l— Leonora. 

When 
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When  thou  hadd  cenfur’d,  thou  would’d  fave  her  life ; 
O  inconfiftent !  Should  I  live  in  flume. 

Or  ftoop  to  any  other  means  but  this, 

T’  aflert  my  virtue  ?  No  ;  fhe  who  difputes, 

Admits  it  poflible  die  might  be  guilty : 

While  aught  but  truth  could  be  my  inducement  to  it, 
While  it  might  look  like  an  excufe  to  thee, 

I  fcom’d  to  vindicate  my  innocence ; 

But  now,  I  let  thy  raflinefs  knew,  the  wound 
Which  lead  I  feel,  is  that  my  dagger  made. 

[Ifabella  leads  cut  Leonora, 
Alonzo. 

Ha  !  Was  this  woman  guilty  r— and  if  not - 

How  my  thought  darkens  that  W2y !  Grant,  kindheav’n. 
That  flie  prove  guilty,  or  give  Being  end. 

Is  that  my  hope  then  r — Sure,  the  facred  dud 
Of  her  that  bore  me  trembles  in  its  urn. 

Is  it  in  man  the  fore  diflrefs  to  bear. 

When  hope  itfelf  is  blacken’d  to  defpair  ? 

When  all  the  Llifs  I  pant  for,  is  to  gain 

In  hell  a  refuge  from  feverer  pain  [Exit  Alonzo. 

Enter  Zanga. 

Zanga. 

How  Aandsthe  greataccount  ’twixtme  and  vengeance  ? 
Tho’  much  is  paid,  yet  /till  it  owes  me  much  ; 

And  I  will  not  abate  a  Angle  groan.— 

Ha  !  that  were  well — but  that  were  fatal  too—— 

Why  be  it  fc — Revenge  fo  truly  great 

Would  come  too  cheap,  if  bought  with  lefs  than  life. 

Come  death,  come  hell,  then  ;  ’tis  refolv’d  ;  ’tis  done. 


Enter 
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Enter  Isabella. 
Isabella. 

Ah  !  Zanga ,  fee  me  tremble  :  Has  not  yet 


Thy  cruel  heart  its  fill  ? — Poor  Leonora — 
Zanga. 

Welters  in  blood,  and  gafps  for  her  lail  breath  : 
What  then  i  We  all  mull  die. 


Isabella. 


Alonzo  ravel 


And  in  the  tempeil  of  his  grief,  has  thrice 
Attempted  on  his  life  :  At  length,  difarm’d. 

He  calls  his  friends  that  fave  him,  his  worit  foes. 
And  importunes  the  ikies  for  fwift  perdition. 

Thus  in  his  ftorm  of  forrow.  After  paufe. 

He  ftarted  up,  and  call’d  aloud  for  Zanga  ; 

For  Zanga  rav’d ;  and  fee,  he  feeks  you  here. 

To  learn  that  truth,  which  moil  he  dreads  to  know. 
Zanga. 

Be  gone.  Now,  now,  my  foul,  confummate  all. 

[ Exit  Ifabella. 


Enter  Alonzo. 
Alonzo. 


O  Zanga  ! 


Zanga.' 

Co  not  tremble  fo  ;  but  fpeak. 
Alonzo. 


I  dare  not. 


\F alls  on  him. 


Zanga. 


You  will  drown  me  with  your  tears. 
Alonzo. 


Have  I  not  caufe  ? 


Zanga. 

At  yet,  you  have  no  caufe. 


Alon- 
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Alonzo. 

Doft  thou  too  rave  ? 

Zakga, 

Your  anguifh  is  to  come  : 

You  much  have  been  abus’d. 

Alonzo. 

Abus’d  !  By  whom  i 
Zanga. 

To  know,  were  little  comfort. 

Alonzo. 

O !  ’twere  much.. 


Indeed ! 


Zanga. 


Alonzo. 

By  heav’n.  0  give  him  to  my  fury! 
Zanga. 

Born  for  your  ufe,  I  live  but  to  oblige  you  ; 

Know  then,  ’twas— I. 


Alonzo. 

Ami  awake  ? 
Zanga. 


For  ever. 

Thy  wife  is  guiltlefs ;  that’s  one  tranfport  to  me; 

And  I,  I  let  thee  know  it ;  that’s  another  : 

I  urg’d  Don  Carles  to  refign  his  miftrefs  ; 

I  forg’d  the  Letter  ;  I  difpos’d  the  Pifture  ; 

I  hated  ;  I  defpis’d  ;  and  1  deftroy. 

Alonzo. 


Oh !  [ Swoons . 

Zanga. 

Why,  this  is  well — why,  this  is  blow  for  blow. 

Where  are  you  ?  Crown  me,  lhadow  me,  with  laurels, 
Ye  fpirits,  which  delight  in  juft  Revenge  : 

Let  Europe,  and  her  pallid  fons,  go  weep ; 


Let 
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Let  Africk ,  and  her  hundred  thrones,  rejoice. 

O  my  dear  countrymen  !  look  down,  and  fee 
Howl  beftride  your  proftrate  conqueror  ! 

I  tread  on  haughty  Spain,  and  all  her  kings : 

But  this  is  mercy  ;  this  is  my  indulgence  ; 

’Tis  peace ;  ’tis  refuge,  from  my  indignation  : 

I  muft  awake  him  into  horrors.  Ho  ! 

Alonzo,  ho  !  the  Moor  is  at  the  gate  ; 

Awake,  Invincible,  Omnipotent ! 

Thou  who  doft  all  fubdue. 

Alonzo. 

Inhuman  flave ! 

Zanca. 

Fall’n  Chriftian,  thou  miftak’ft  my  charadter. 

Look  on  me.  Who  am  I  ?  I  know,  thou  fay’ll 
The  Moor,  a  flave,  an  abjedt,  beaten  flave 
(Eternal  woes  to  him  that  made  me  fo!) : 

But  look  again.  Has  fix  years  cruel  bondage 
Extinguilh’d  majefty  fo  far,  that  nought 
Shines  here,  to  give  an  awe  of  one  above  thee  ? 
When  the  great  Moorijh  king,  Abdalla,  fell. 

Fell  by  thy  hand  accurs’d,  I  fought  fall  by  him  ; 

His  fon,  tho’,  thro’  his  fondnefs,  in  difguife, 

Lefs  to  expofe  me  to  th’  ambitious  foe. 

Ha  1  Does  it  wake  thee  ?  O’er  my  father’s  corfe 
I  flood  aftride,  till  I  had  clove  thy  crefl  ; 

And  then  was  made  the  captive  of  a  fquadron, 

And  funk  into  thy  fervant — But  O !  What, 

What  were  my  wages?  Hear  not  heav’n,  nor  earth! 
My  wages  were  a  blow by  heav’n,  a  blow  ; 

And  from  a  mortal  hand. 


Alon- 
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Alonzo. 

O  villain  !  villain  ! 

Zanga.  \Jsheiumg  a  dagger .] 

All-ftrife  is  vain- 

Alonzo. 

Is  thus  my  love  return’d  ? 

Is  this  my  recompence  ?  Make  friends  of  tigers ! 

Lay  not  your  young,  O  mothers,  on  the  breaft. 

For  fear  they  turn  to  ferpents  as  they  lie. 

And  pay  you  for  their  nourilhment  with  death. 

Carlos  is  dead,  and  Leonora  dying ; 

Both  innocent,  both  murder’d,  both  by  me  : 

That  heav’nly  maid,  which  Ihould  have  liv’d  for  ever,- 
At  leaf!  have  gently  llept  her  foul  away  ; 

Whofe  life  Ihould  have  Ihut  up  as  evening  flow’rs 

At  the  departing  fun - was  murder’d  !  murder’d  1 

O  lhame  !  O  guilt  !  O  horror !  O  remorfe  ! 

O  punilhment !  Had  Satan  never  fell. 

Hell  had  been  made  for  me — O  Leonora  l 
Zanga. 

Mull  I  defpife  thee  too,  as  well  as  hate  thee  ? 
Complain  of  grief,  complain  thou  art  a  man. 

Priam  from  fortune’s  lofty  fummit  fell ; 

Great  Alexander  ’midft  his  conquefts  mourn’d ; 
Heroes  and  demi-gods  have  known  their  forrows ; 
CaJ'ars  have  wept ;  and  I  have  had — my  blow  : 

But  ’tis.  reveng’d  ;  and  now  my  work  is  done  : 

Yet,  e’er  I  fall,  be  it  one  part  of  vengeance. 

To  make  ev’n  thee  confefs  that  I  am  juft  : 

Thou  feeft  a  prince,  whofe  father  thou  haft  flain  ; 
Whofe  native  country  thou  haft  laid  in  blood  ; 

Whofe  facred  perfon,  oh  !  thou  haft  prophan’d  ; 
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Whofe  reign  extinguifh’d  :  What  was  left  to  me 
Jo  highly  born  ?  No  kingdom,  but  Revenge  ; 

Mo  treafnre,  but  thy  tortures,  and  thy  groans, 
f  men  fhould  afk  who  brought  thee  to  thy  end, 

Pell  them  the  Moor,  and  they  will  not  defpife  thee; 
'f  cold  white  mortals  cenfure  this  great  deed. 

Warn  them,  they  judge  not  of  fuperior  beings. 


Souls  made  of  fire,  and  children  of  the  fun. 

With  whom  Revenge  is  virtue.  Pare  thee  well  -  , 

Mow,  fully  fatisfy’d,  I  fhould  take  leave  ; 

But  one  thing  grieves  me  ;  fince  thy  death  is  near, 

[  leave  thee  my  example  how  to  die. 

As  be  is  going  to  fab  himfelf,  Alonzo  rujhes  upon  him  to 
prevent  him .  In  the  mean  time.  Enter  Alvarez,  at~ 
tended.  They  difarm  and feize  Zanga.  Alonzo  puts 
tbt  dagger  in  his  bofom. 


Alonzo. 

No,  moniler,  thou  (halt  not  efcape  by  death. 

O  father ! 

Alvarez. 

O  Alonzo  ! - IJabella, 

Touch’d  with  remorfe  to  fee  her  miflrefs’  pangs. 

Told  all  the  dreadful  tale. 

Alonzo. 

What  groan  was  that  ? 
Zanca. 

As  I  have  been  a  vulture  to  thy  heart. 

So  will  I  be  a  raven  to  thine  ear. 

And  true  as  ever  fnuff’d  the  fcentef  blood. 

As  ever  flapt  its  heavy  wing  againft 

The  window  of  the  fick,  and  croak’d  defpair  ; 

Thy  wife  is  dead. 

[Alvarez  goes  to  the  fide  of  the  fagc,  and  returns. 

Alvarez. 
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Alvarez. 

The  dreadful  news  is  true. 
Alonzo. 

Prepare  the  rack ;  invent  new  torments  for  him.  * 
ZaNG  A. 

This  too  is  well.  The  fix’d  and  noble  mind 
Turns  all  occurrence  to  its  own  advantage, 

And  I’ll  make  vengeance  of  calamity. 

Were  I  not  thus  reduc’d,  thou  would’ft  not  know. 
That,  thus  reduc’d,  I  dare  defy  thee  Hill  : 

Torture  thou  may’ll: ;  but  thou  (halt  ne’er  defpife  me : 
The  blood  will  follow,  where  the  knife  is  driven  ; 

The  flefh  will  quiver,  where  the  pincers  tear; 

And  fighs  and  cries  by  nature  grow  on  pain  : 

But  thefe  are  foreign  to  the  foul :  Not  mine 
The  groans  that  iflue,  or  the  tears  that  fall ; 

They  difobey  me  ;  on  the  rack  I  fcorn  thee. 

As  when  my  fauchion  clove  thy  helm  in  battle. 
Alvarez. 

Peace,  villain  ! 

Zanga. 

While  I  live,  old  man,  I’ll  fpeak ; 
And,  well  I  know,  thou  dar’lt  not  kill  me  yet ; 

For  that  would  rob  thy  blood-hounds  of  their  prey. 
Alonzo. 

Who  call’d  Alonzo  ? 

Alvarez. 

No  one  call’d,  my  fon. 
Alonzo. 

Again  ! — ’tis  Carlos'  voice,  and  I  obey.  [ dagger . 

O  how  I  laugh  at  all  that  this  can  do!  [Shewing  tb, 
The  wounds  that  pain’d,  the  wounds  that  murder’d  me. 
Were  given  before  ;  I  am  already  dead ; 

This 
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rhis  Only  marks  my  body  for  the  grave.  [ Stabs  kimfelf. 

4/rick  thou  art  reveng’d - O  Leonora  !  —  [ Dies. 

Zanga. 

Good  ruffians,  give  me  leave  ;  my  blood  is  yours  ; 
rhe  wheel’s  prepar’d,  and  you  ffiall  have  it  all ; 
l«et  me  but  look  one  moment  on  the  dead, 

\nd  pay  yourfelves  with  gazing  on  my  pangs. 

[He goes  to  Alonzo's-  body. 

"s  this  Alonzo?  Where’s  the  haughty  mien? 
s  that  the  hand  which  fmote  me  ?  Heav’ns,  how  pale  ! 
\nd  art  thou  dead  ?  So  is  my  enmity  : 
war  not  with  the  dull :  The  great,  the  proud, 
rhe  conqueror  of  Africk ,  was  my  foe. 

\  lion  preys  not  upon  carcases. 

1'his  was  the  only  method  to  fubdue  me  : 
rerror  and  doubt  fall  on  me ;  all  thy  good 
'low  blazes :  all  thy  guilt  is  in  the  grave  : 

Mever  had  man  fuch  funeral  applaufe  ; 
f  I  lament  thee,  fure  thy  worth  was  great. 

3  vengeance  !  I  have  follow’d  thee  too  far, 

^nd  to  receive  me  hell  blows  all  her  fires.  [He  is  borne  of. 
Alvarez. 

Dreadful  efFcdf  of  jealoufy  !  a.  rage 
In  which  the  wife  with  caution  will  engage; 
Reludlant  long,  and  tardy  to  believe, 

Where,  fway’d  by  nature,  we  ourfelves  deceive ; 
Where  our  own  folly  joins  the  villain’s  art. 

And  each  man  finds  a  Zanga  in  his  heart.  [ Exeunt . 

'  \  . 
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By  a  F  R  I  E  N  D. 

U R  Author fertt  me,  in  an  humhlc /train. 


' To  beg  you' d  blefs  the  offspring  of  his  brain  ; 
And  I,  your  proxy,  promis'd,  in  your  name. 


'The  Child  Jhould  live,  at  lea ft  Six  days  of  fame ; 


1  like  the  Brat ;  but  / ill  his  faults  can  fad ; 

And  by  the  Parent's  leave  will  fpeak  my  mind. 

Gallants,  pray  tell  me,  do  you  think  'tvjas  well. 
To  let  a  willing  maid  lead  apes  in  hell  ? 

You ,  nicer  Ladies ,  Jhould you  think  it  right 

To  eat  no  Supper - on  your  Wedd  ng-night  ? 

Shod  d  Englifh  Hufiands  dare  to  farve  their  Wives, 
Be  fure,  they' d  lead  mo/  comfortable  lives. 

But  he  loves  mifchief,  and,  with  groundlefs  fears, 
Wou'd  fain  fet  loving  couples  by  the  ears  ; 

Wou'd  fpoil  the  tender  hu/ands  of  our  station. 

By  teaching  them  his  vile  outlandijb  fajhion  ; 

But  we've  been  taught,  in  our  good-natur' d  clime , 
That  Jealoujy,  tho'  juf,  is  /ill  a  crime. 

And  will  be  /ill ;  for,  ( not  to  blame  the  plot) 

That  fame  Alonzo  was  a  fupid  fot, 

T o  kill  a  bride,  a  mi/refs  unenjoy'd ; 

’Twere  fomt  excufe,  had  the  poor  man  been  cloy’d  > 
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To  kill  her  on  fufpicion,  ere  he  knew 

Whether  the  heinous  crime  were  falfe  or  true.  ■  — 

The  priejl  /aid  grace  \fhe  met  him  in  the  bower., 

In  hopes  Jhe  might  anticipate  an  hour  :  — 

Low  was  her  errand,  but  the  hot-brain'd  Spaniards 

Injiead  of  Love—produc'd  a  filthy  Poniard  ■' - 

Had  he  been  wife  at  this  their  private  meeting. 

The  proof  o'th'  Pudding  had  been  in  the  Eating  : 
Madam  had  then  been  pleas'd,  and  Don  contented , 

And  all  this  blood  and  murder  been  prevented. 
Britons,  be  wife,  and,  from  this  fad  example , 

Ne'er  break  a  Bargain,  but  firfi  take  a  Sample . 
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PROLOGUE, 

Written  by  Mr.  D  O  D  S  L  E  Y, 

.  r.  1  *'  / 

And  fpoken  by  Mr.  H  A  V  A  R  D. 


CT^UE  Tragic  mufe,  revolving  many  a  page 

Of  time's  long  records  dravjn  from  every  age. 
Forms  not  her  plans  on  lovs  or  trivial  deeds , 

But  marks  the  ftriking  ! - When  fome  Hero  bleeds 

Tofave  his  Country,  then  her  powers  infpire , 

And  fouls  congenial  catch  the  patriot  fire. - 

When  hold  oppreffion  grinds  a  fujfering  land  ; 

When  the  keen  dagger  gleams  in  murder's  hand ; 
When  black  confpiracy  infects  the  throng  ; 

Or  fell  revenge  fits  brooding  o'  er  his  wrong  ; 

Then  walks  Jhe  forth  in  terror  ;  at  her  frown 
Guilt  Jhrinks  appall' d,  though  feated  on  a  throne . 
But  the  rack'd  foul,  vehen  dark  fufpicions  rend ; 
When  Brothers  hate,  and  Sons  with  Sires  contend ; 
When  clajhing  interefts  war  eternal  wags  ; 

And  Love,  the  tendercfi  pajfion,  turns  to  Rage ; 

Then  grief  on  every  v  if  age  fiands  imprefi ,  » 

And  Pity  throbs  in  every  feeling  breaft  ; 

Hope,  Fear,  and  Indignation,  rife  by  turns. 

And  the  firong  fcene  with  various  pajfion  burns . 
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Such  is  our  tale  :—~Nor  blujh,  if  tears  Jhould  fovo  $ 
They're  virtue's  tribute  paid  to  human  vuoe  : 

Such  drops  new  lufre  to  bright  eyes  impart  ; 

The  filent  witnefs  of  a  tender  heart  : 

Such  drops  adorn  the  noblef  Hero's  cheek , 

And  paint  his  worth ,  in frokes  that  more  than  fpeak  ; 

Not  he  who  cannot  weep ,  but  he  who  can. 

Shews  the  great  foul ,  and  proves  himfelf  a  Man. 

Yet  do  not  idly  grieve  at  others  pain , 

Nor  let  the  tears  of  nature  fall  in  vain  : 

Watch  the  clofe  crimes  from  whence  their  ills  have  grown. 
And  from  their  frailties  learn  to  mend  your  owii. 
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P  E  R  S  0 


M  E  N. 

Philip,  Kingof Mac, cd<m> 
Perseus,  his  elder  Son, 
Demetrius,  his  younger  Son, 
Pericles,  the  Friend  oFPerseus, 
Antigonus,  a  Minifter  of  State, 
Dymas,  the  King’s  Favorite, 
Posthumius,  J  Raman  Ambaf-  f 
Curt  jus,  3  fadors,  \ 


WOMEN. 

Erixekf,  the  Thracian  Priucefs, 
Her  Attendant, 


* 
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Mr.  Berry. 

Mr.  Mossop. 

Mr.  Garrick- 
Mr.  Blakes. 
Mr.  Burton. 
Pvlr.  Simson. 
Mr.  Winstoni. 
Mr.  Mozeeji. 


Mrs.  Bellamy; 
Mifs  Hippisley. 
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A 

TRAGEDY. 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  C  u  r  t  i  u  s  and  Posthumius. 


Curtius. 

HERE’s  fomething  of  magnificence  about  us 
I  have  not  feen  at  Rome.  But  you  can  tell  me. 

[Gazes  round. 


Posthumius. 

True  :  Hither  fent  on  former  embaifies, 

I  know  this  fplendid  court  of  Macedon, 

And  haughty  Philip,  well. 

Curtius. 

His  pride  prefumes 

To  treat  us  here  like  fubje&s,  more  than  Romans, 
More  than  ambalfadors,  who,  in  our  bofoms. 
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Bear  peace  and  war,  and  throw  him  which  we  pleafe. 
As  Jsve  his  florin,  or  funfliine,  on  his  creatures.- 
POSTHUMIUS, 

This  Philip  only,  flnce  Pane's  glory  rofe, 

Preferves  its  grandeur  to  the  name  of  king  ; 

Like  a  bold  Aar,  that  (hews  its  fires  by  day. 

The  Greek,  who  won  the  world,  was  fent  before  him, 
As  the  grey  dawn  before  the  blaze  of  noon  : 

Philip  had  ne'er  been  conquer'd,  but  by  Rome ; 

And  what  can  fame  fay  more  of  mortal  man! 

Curtivs.  ' 

I- know  his  public  character. 

Posthumius. 

It  pains  me 

To  turn  my  thoughts  on  his  domefiic  ftate  : 

Tnere  Philip  is  no  God  ;  but  pours  his  heart, 

In  ceafelefs  groans,  o'er  his  contending  fons  ; 

And  pays  the  fecret  tax  of  mighty  men 
To  their  mortality'. 

Curtivs. 

But  whence  the  flrife. 

Which  thus  aSifls  him  ? 


Posthumius- 

From  this  Philip's  bed 


Two  Alexanders  figring. 


Curtivs. 

And  but  one  world  ? 


’Twill  never  do. 

Posthumius. 

They  both  are  bright  ;  but  one 
Benignly  bright,  as  flars  to  mariners  j 


And 
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And  one  a  comet  with  malignant  blaze,. 
Denouncing  ruin. 

Gurtius... 

You  mean  Per  feus. 

PoSTHU  MIUS. 

Trues- 

The  younger  Ton  Demetrius ,  you  well  know. 

Was  bred  at  Rome,  our  hoftage  from  his  father. 
Soon  after,  he  was  fent  ambafiador. 

When  Philip  fear’d,  the  thunder  of  our  arms. 
Rome's  manners  won  him,  and  his  manners  Rome;, 
Who  granted  peace,  declaring  die  forgave, 

To  his  high  worth,  the  conduct  of  his  father. 
This  gave  him  all  the  hearts  of  Macedon ; 

Which,  join’d  to  his  high  patronage  from  Rome , 
Inflames  his  jealous  brother. 

Curtius. 

Glows  there  nos 

A  feccnd  brand  of  enmity  ? 

Posthumius. 

O,  yes  j- 

The  fair  Erixene. 

Curtius. 

I’ve  partly  heard 
Her  fmother’d  dory. 

Posthumius. - 

Smother’d  by  the  kings 
And  wifely  too.  But  thou  Inal t  hear  it  all. 

Not  feals  of  adamant,  not  mountains  whelm'd 
On. guilty  fecrets,  can  exclude  the  day. 

Long  burnt  a  fix’d  hereditary  hate 

Between  the  crowns  of  Macedon  and  Thrade-* 
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The  fword  by  both  too  much  indulg’d  in  blootf. 
Philip,  at  length,  prevail’d  ;  he  took,  by  night. 

The  town,  and  palace,  of  his  deadly  foe  ; 

Rulh’d  thro’ the  flames,  which  he  had  kindled  round, 
And  flew  him,  bold  in  vain  :  Nor  relied  there  ; 

But,  with  unkingly  cruelty,  deftroy’d 
Two  little  fons  within  their  mother’s  arms; 

Thus  meaning  to  tread  out  thofe  fparks  of  war. 
Which  might  one  day  flame  up  to  great  revenge. 

The  queen,  through  grief,  on  her  dead  fons  expir’d. 
One  child  alone  furviv’d  :  A  female  infant# 

Amid  thefe  horrors,  in  the  cradle  fmil’d. 

Curtjus. 

What  of  that  infant? 

Po6thumius. 

Stung  with  lharp  remorfe# 
The  viftor  took,  and  gave  her  to  his  queen. 

The  child  was  bred,  and  honour’d,  as  her  own  ; 

She  grew,  Ihe  bloom’d  ;  and  now  her  eyes  repay 
Her  brothers’  wounds  on  Philip’ s  rival  fons. 

Curtjus. 

Is  then  JLrixent  that  ^Thracian  child  ? 

How  juft  the  Gods !  from  out  that  ruin’d  houfe 
He  took  a  brand,  to  fet  his  own  on  fire. 

POSTHUMIUS. 

To  give  thee,  friend,  the  whole  in  miniature; 

This  is  the  pi&ure  of  great  Philip' s  court : 

The  proud,  but  melancholy  king,  on  high, 

Majeftic  fits,  like  Jove  enthron’d  in  darknefs ; 

His  fons  are  as  the  thunder  in  his  hand ; 
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And  the  fair  ’Thracian  princefs  is  a  ftar. 

That  fparkles  by,  and  gilds  the  folemn  fcene. 

[i Shouts  heard, 

’Tis  their  great  day,  fupreme  of  all  the  year. 

The  fam’d  Luftration  of  their  martial  powers ; 
Thence  for  our  audience,  chofen  by  the  king. 

If  he  provokes  a  war,  his  empire  lhakes, 

And  all  her  lofty  glories  nod  to  ruin. 

Curtius, 

Who  comes  ? 


Posthumius. 

O,  that’s  the  jealous  elder  brother  j 
Irregular  in  manners,  as  in  form. 

Obferve  the  fire,  high  birth,  and  empire,  kindle  t 
Curtius. 

He  holds  his  conference  with  much,  emotion. 
Posthumius. 

The  brothers  both  can  talk  }  and,  in  their  turns. 
Have  borne  away  the  prize  of  eloquence 
At  Athens.  Shun  his  walk  :  Our  own  debate 
Is  now  at  hand.  We’ll  feek  his  lion  Sire, 

Who  dares  to  frown  on  us  his  conquerors ; 

And  carries  fo  much  monarch  on  his  brow. 

As  if  he’d  fright  us  with  the  wounds  we  gave  him. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Perseus  and  Pericles. 

Perseus. 

’Tis  empire  !  empire  !  empire  !  let  that  word 
Make  facred  all  I  do,  or  can  attempt ! 

Had  I  been  born  a  Have,  I  Ihould  affett  it : 

My  nature’s  fiery,  and,  of  courfe,  afpires. 


Who 
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Who  gives  an  empire,  by  the  gift  defeats 
All  end  of  giving;  and  procures  contempt 
Inftead  of  gratitude.  An  empire  loft, 

Deftroy’d,  would  lefs  confound  me,,  than  refign’d. 
Pericles. 

But  are  you  fare  Demetrius  will  attempt  ?' 

Perseus. 

Why  does  'Rome  court  him  ?  For  his  virtues  r  No  r 
To  fire  him  to  dominion  :  To  blow  up 
A  civil  war  ;  then  to  fupport  him  in  it : 

He  gains  the  name  of  king,  and  Rome  the  powers 
Pericles. 

This  is  indeed  the  common  art  of  Rome. 

P  e  R  s  t  u  a.. 

That  fource  of  juftice  through  the  vvond’ring  world  !' 
His  youth  and  valour  fecond  Rome's  defigns : 

The  firft. impels  him  to  prefumptuous  hope  ; 

The  laft  fupports  him  in  it.  Then  his  perfon  ! 

Thy  hand,  O  Nature,  has  made  bold  with  mine. 

Yet  more  ;  what  words  diftil  from  his  red  lip, 

To  gull  the  multitude  !  and  they  make  kings.. 

Ten  thoufand  fools,  knaves,  cowards,  lump’d  together,. 
Become  all-wife,  all-righteous,  and  all-mighty. 

Nor  is  this  all :  the  foolilh  Thracian  maid. 

Prefers  the  boy  to  me. 

Pericles.. 

And  does  that  pain  you  ? 
Perseus. 

O  Pericles,  to  death.  It  is  moft  true. 

Through  hate  to  him,  and  not  through  love  for  her, 

I  paid  my  firft  addrefles  ;  but  became 
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The  fool  I  feign’d  :  My  fighs  are  now  fincere. 

It  fmarts ;  it  burns :  O  that  ’twere  fidtion  dill ! 

By  heaven,  fhe  feems  more  beauteous  than  dominion. 
Pericles. 

Dominion,  and  the  princefs,  both  are  Jod,. 

Unlefs  you  gain  the  king. 

Perseus. 

But  how  to  gain  him  ? 

Old  men  love  novelties ;  the  lad  arriv’d 
Still  pleafes  bed  ;  the  younged  deals  their  fmiles., 
Pericles. 

Dymas  alone  can  work  him  to  his  pleafure; 

Fird  in  edeem,  and  keeper  of  his  heart. 

Perseus. 

To  Dymas  thou  ;  and  win  him  to  thy  will. 

In  the  mean  time  I’ll  feek  my  double  rival ; 

Curb  his  preemption,  and  eredt  myfdf. 

In  all  the  dignity  of  birth,  before  him. 

Whate’er  can  dir  the  blood,,  or  fvvay  the  mind. 

Is  now  at  dake  ;  and  double  is  the  lofs. 

When  an  inferior  bears  away  the  prize. 

Pericles. 

Your  brother,  drefs’d  for  the  folemnity. 

Perseus. 

To  Dymas  fly  !  gain  him,  and  think  tin  this : 

A  prince  indebted,  is  a  fortune  made. 

{Exit  Pericles. 

Enter  Demetrius. 

D  EMETRIUS. 

How,  brother  !  un attir’d  !  Have  you  forgot 
What  pomps  are  due  to  this  illudrious  day  ? 


Per- 
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Perseus. 

I  am  no  gewgaw,  for  the  throng  to  gaze  at : 

Some  are  defign’d  by  nature  but  for  lhew  > 

The  tinfel  and  the  feather  of  mankind. 

Demetrius. 

Brother,  of  that  no  more  :  For  fhame,  gird  on 
Your  glitt’ring  arms,  and  look  like  any  Roman. 
Perseus. 

No,  brother ;  let  the  Romans  look  like  me. 

If  they’re  ambitious. — But,  I  pr’ythee,  Hand  ; 

Let  me  gaze  on  thee  : — No  inglorious  figure  ! 

More  Romano ,  as  it  ought  to  be. 

But  what  is  this  that  dazzles  my  weak  fight  ? 
There’s  funfhine  in  thy  beaver. 

Demetrius. 

’Tis  that  helmet 

Which  Alexander  wore  at  Granicus. 

Perseus. 

When  he  fubdu’d  the  world  ?  Ha !  is’t  not  fo  ? 
What  world  haft  thou  fubdu’d  ?  O,  yes ;  the  Fair. 
Think’ft  thou  there  could  in  Macedon  be  found 
No  brow  might'  fuit  that  golden  blaze,  but  thine  i 
Demetrius. 

I  wore  it  but  to  grace  this  facred  day ; 

Jar  not  for  trifles. 

Perseus. 

Nothing  is  a  trifle 

That  argues  the  prefumption  of  the  foul. 

Demetrius. 

’Tis  they  prefume,  who  know  not  to  deferve. 
Perseus. 

Or  who,  deferring,  fcorn  fuperior  merit. 


Demi- 
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Demetrius. 

Who  combats  with  a  brother,  wounds  himfelf  t 
Wave  private  wrath,  and  rufh  upon  the  foes 
Of  Macedonia. 

Perseus. 

No ;  I  would  not  wound 

Dfmetrius ’  friends. 

D  EMETRIUS. 

Demetrius’  friends ! 

Perseus. 

The  Romans x 

You  copy  Hannibal,  our  great  ally  ? 

Say,  at  what  altar  was  you  fworn  their  foe  ? 
Peace-making  brother!  Wherefore  bring  you  peace. 
But  to  prevent  my  glory  from  the  field  ? 

The  peace  you  bring,  was  meant  as  war  to  me. 
Demetrius. 

Perfeus,  be  bold  when  danger’s  ail  your  own  : 

War  now,  were  war  with  Philip  more  than  Rome. 
Perseus. 

Come,  you  love  peace ;  that  fair  cheek  hates  a  fear; 
You  that  admire  the  Romans,  break  the  bridge 
With  Codes,  or  with  Curtius  leap  the  gulph  ; 

And  league  not  with  the  vices  of  our  foes. 

Demetrius. 

What  vices  ? 


Perseus. 

With  their  women,  and  their  wits. 
Your  idol  Lalius ;  L alius  the  polite. 

I  hear,  Sir,  you  take  wing,  and  mount  in  metre. 
Terence  has  own’d  your  aid,  your  comrade  Terence . 
God- like  ambition  !  Terence  there,  the  (lave  ! 

Demetrius. 

At  Athens  bred,  and  to  the  arts  a  foe  ? 


Past- 
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Perseus. 

At  Athens  bred,  and  borrow  arts  from  Rome? 

Demetrius. 

Brother,  I’ve  done  :  Let  our  contention  ceafe : 

Our  mother  Ih  udders  at  it  in  her  grave: 

And  how  has  Philip  mourn’d  ?  A  dreadful  foe. 

And  awful  king  ;  but,  O,  the  ten-d’refi:  parent 
That  ever  wept  in  fondnefs  o’er  a  child  ! 

Perseus. 

Why,  ay  ;  go  tell  your  father  ;  fondly  throw 
Your  arms  around  him  ;  ftroke  him  to  your  purpofe, 
As  you  are  wont  :  I  boalt  not  fo  much  worth  ; 

I  am  no  pidlure,  by  the  doating  eye 
To  be  furvey’d,  and  hung  about  his,  neck. 

I  light  his  battles  j  that’s  all  I  can  do. 

But  if  you  boait  a  piety  fincere, 

One  way  you  may  fecure  your  father’s  peace  ; 

And  one  alone — Reflgn  Ertxene. 

Demetrius. 

You  flatter  me,  to  think  her  in  my  power. 

We  run  our  fates  together  ;  you  deferve, 

And  Ihe  can  judge  ;  proceed  we  then  like  friends* 
And  he  who  gains  her  heart,  and  gains  it  fairly* 

Let  him  enjoy  hisgen’rous  rival’s  too. 

Perseus. 

Smooth- fpeaking,  infincere,  infulting,  boy! 

Is  then  my  crown  ufurpt  but  half  thy  crime  ? 

Defllt,  or,  by  the  gods  thatfmile  on  blood, 

Not  thy  fine  form,  nor  yet  thy  boafted  peace. 

Nor  patronizing  Rome,  nor  Philip’s  tears, 

Nor  Alexander’s  helmet ;  no,  nor  more. 

His  radiant  form,  Ihould  it  alight  in  thunder. 

And 
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And  fpread  its  new  divinity  between  us, 

Should  fave  a  brother  from  a  brother’s  fury.  [Exit  Per. 
D  EMETRIUS. 

How’s  this  ?  The  waves  ne’er  ran  thus  high  before. 
Refign  thee  !  yes,  Erixene,  with  life  ! 

Thou  in.  whofe  eye,  fo  modeft,  and  fo  bright. 

Love  ever  wakes,  and  keeps  a  veftal  fire, 

Ne’er  lhall  I  wean  my  fond,  fond  heart  from  thee. 

But  Perfeus  warns  me  to  rouze  all  my  powers. 

As  yet  I  float  in  dark  uncertainty ; 

For,  though  (he  fmiles,  I  found  not  her  defigns ; 

I’ll  fly,  fall,  tremble,  weep  upon  her  feet. 

And  learn  (O  all  ye  gods  !)  my  final  doom  ! 

My  father  !  Ha !  and  on  his  brow  deep  thought. 

And  pale  concern  !  Kind  heav’n,  affwage  his  forrows. 
Which  ftrike  a  damp  thro’  all  my  flames  of  love.  [Exit, 

Enter  King  and  Antigonus. 

King. 

Kings  of  their  envy  cheat  a  foolilh  world  j 
Fate  gives  us  all  in  fpite,  that  we  alone 
Might  have  the  pain  of  knowing  all  is  nothing; 

The  feeming  means  of  blifs  but  heighten  woe. 

When  impotent,  to  make  their  promife  good: 

Hence,  kings,  at  leafl,  bid  faireft  to  be  wretched. 
Antigonus. 

True,  Sir  ;  ’tis  empty,  or  tormenting,  all : 

The  days  of  life  are  filters ;  all  alike ; 

None  juft  the  fame  ;  which  ferve  to  fool  us  on 
Through  blafted  hopes,  with  change  of  fallacy  ; 
While  joy  is,  like  to-morrow,  ftill  to  come  : 

Nor  ends  the  ffuitlefs  chacebutin  the  grave. 


King, 
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King. 

Ay,  there,  Antigonus ,  this  pain  will  ceafe. 

Which  meets  me  at  the  banquet ;  haunts  my  pillow  ; 
Ncrs  by  the  din  of  arms,  is  frighted  from  me. 
Confdence,  what  art  thou  ?  Thou  tremendous  power! 
Who  doll  inhabit  us  without  our  leave; 

And  art,  within  ourfelves,  another  felf ; 

A  mailer  felf,  that  loves  to  domineer. 

And  treat  the  monarch  frankly  as  the  Have. 

How  dolt  thou  light  a  torch  to  diftant  deeds  ? 

Make  the  pall,  prefent ;  and  the  future,  frown  ? 

How,  ever  and  anon,  awake  the  foul. 

As  with  a  peal  of  thunder,  to  Itrange  horrors. 

In  this  long  reillefs  dream,  which  idiots  hug. 

Nay,  wife  men  flatter  with  the  name  of  life  i 
Antigonus. 

You  think  too  much. 

King. 

I  do  not  think  at  all : 

The  gods  impofe,  the  gods  inflidt,  my  thoughts  ; 

And  paint  my  dreams  with  images  of  dread. 

Lafl  right,  in  fleep,  I  faw  the  Thracian  queen. 

And  her  two  murder’d  fons.  She  frown’d  upon  me, 
And  pointed  at  their  wounds.  How  throbb’d  my  heart? 
How  lhook  my  couch  ?  And,  when  the  morning  came. 
The  formidable  pidlure  Hill  fubf  fled. 

And  flowly  vanifh’d  from  my  waking  eye. 

I  fear  fome  heavy  vengeance  hangs  in  air, 

And  confcious  deities  infufe  thefe  thoughts. 

To  warn  my  foul  of  her  approaching  doom. 

The  gods  are  rigid  when  they  weigh  fuch  deeds 
As  fpeak  a  ruthlefs  heart ;  they  meafure  blood 
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By  drops,  and  bate  not  one  in  the  repay. 

Could  infants  hurt  me  ?  ’Twas  not  like  a  king, 
Antigonus. 

My  lord,  I  do  confefs  the  gods  are  with  us ; 

Stand  at  our  fide  in  ev’ry  aft  of  life ; 

And  on  our  pillow  watch  each  fecret  thought; 

Nay,  fee  it  in  its  embryo,  yet  unborn. 

But  their  wrath  ceafes  on  remcrfe  for  guilt ; 

And  well  I  know  your  forrows  touch  your  fons ; 

Nor  is  it  poflible  but  time  mull:  quench 
Their  flaming  fpirits  in  a  father’s  tears. 

King. 

Vain  comfort !  I  this  moment  overheard 
My  jarring  fons  with  fury  lhake  my  walls. 

Ah!  why  my  curfe  from  thofe,  that  ought  to  blefs  me? 
The  queen  of  Thrace  can  anfwer  that  fad  queftion : 
She  had  two  fons ;  but  two  :  And  fo  have  I. 
Misfortune  Hands  with  her  bow  ever  bent 
Over  the  world  ;  and  he  who  wounds  another, 

Direfts  the  goddefs  by  that  part  he  wounds, 

Where  to  llrike  deep  her  arrows  in  himlelf. 

Antigonus. 

I  own,  I  think  it  time  your  fons  receive 
A  father’s  awful  counfel ;  or,  while  here. 

Now  weary  nature  calls  for  kind  repofe, 

Your  curtains  will  be  lhaken  with  their  broils ; 

And,  when  you  die,  Tons’  blood  may  ftain  your  temb. 
But  other  cares  demand  you  now  :  The  Romans. 
King. 

O  change  of  pain  !  The  Romans?  Perilh  Rome  / 
Thrice  happy  they,  who  fleep  in  humble  life. 
Beneath  the  Horn  ambition  blows,  ’Tis  meet 
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The  Great  fhould  have  the  fame  of  happinefs, 

The  confolation  of  a  little  envy  ; 

’Tis  all  their  pay  for  thofe  fuperior  cares, 

Thofe  pangs  of  heart,  their  vaffals  ne’er  can  feel. 
Where  are  thefe  Grangers  r  Firft  I’ll  hear  their  tale; 
Then  talk  in  private  with  my  fons. 

Antigonus. 

But  how 

Intends  my  lord  to  make  his  peace  with  Rome  ? 
King. 

Rome  calls  me  fiery  :  Let  her  find  me  fo  ! 

Antigonus. 

O  Sir,  forbear  !  Too  late  you  felt  Rome's  power. 
King. 

Yes,  and  that  reafon  flings  me  more  than  ever. 

To  curfe,  and  hate,  and  hazard  all  againft  her. 
Antigonus. 

Hate  her  too  much  to  give  her  battle  now ; 

Nor  to  your  godlike  valour  owe  your  min. 

Greece,  Theffaly,  Illyrium ,  Rome  has  feiz’d  ; 

Your  treafures  walled,  and  your  phalanx  thinn’d  : 
Should  fhe  proceed,  and  flrike  at  Macedon, 

What  would  be  left  of  empire  ? 

King. 

Philip  :  Ail. 

I’ll  take  my  throne.  Send  in  thefe  foreigners. 

SCENE  draws,  and  difconjers  a  magnificent  throne , 
Perseus,  Demetrius,  courtiers.  Sc c.  attending, 
Posthumius  sWCurtius,  Roman ambaffadors, 
enter .  Trumpets  found.  The  King  afcends  the  throne, 
Posthumius. 

Philip  of  Macedon ;  To  thefe  complaints 

Our  friends  groan  out,  and  you  have  heard  at  large, 

Rome 
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Pome  now  expefts  an  anfwer.  She  fits  judge. 

And  will  have  right  on  earth. 

King. 

Exp  efts  an  anfwer ! 

I  fo  ihall  anfwer,  as  becomes  a  king. 

Posthumius. 

Or  more,  Sir;  as  becomes  a  friend  of  Rome. 

King. 

Or  Alexander's  heir,  to  rife  ftill  higher. 

But  to  the  purpofe.  Thus  a  king  to  thofe 

That  would  make  kings,  and  puff  them  out  at  pleafire  ; 

Has  Philip  done  amifs  ?  ’Twas  you  provok’d  him. 

My  cities,  which  defected  in  my  wars, 

I  thought  it  meet  to  punifh  :  You  deny’d  me. 

When  I  had  (hook  the  walls  of  Marena, 

You  pluckt  me  thence,  and  took  the  taken  town  : 
Then  you  fent  word  I  lhould  retire  from  Greece , 

A  conqueft  at  my  door,  by  nature  mine  ; 

And  faid,  Here  end  thy  realm  ;  as  ye  were  gods  ! 

And  gods  ye  fhall  be,  ere  Rome  humbles  me. 

All  this  is  done  ;  yet  Philip  is  your  friend  ! 

If  this  buys  friendftiip,  where  can  you  find  foes  ? 

In  what  regard  will  ftern  Rome  look  upon  me  ? 

If  as  a  friend,  too  precious  let  her  hold 
Her  own  efteem,  to  call  a  ftain  on  mine; 

If  as  an  enemy,  let  her  proceed, 

And  do  as  {he  has  done  ;  lhe  need  no  more. 
Posthumius. 

The  Romans  do  no  wrong ;  yet  ftill  are  men  : 

And  if  to-day  an  error  thwarts  their  purpofe, 

T o-morrow  fets  it  right :  If  Philip  loves 
Dominion,  and  the  pride  that  waits  on  kings. 
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(Of  which,  perhaps,  his  words  too  ftrongly  favour) 
Humility  to  Rome  will  lead  him  to  it : 

She  can  give  more  than  common  kings  can  govern. 
King. 

Than  common  kings Ambaflador !  remember 
Cannes — Where  firit  my  fword  was  fluflit  with  blood, 
D  emetrius.  [AJide  to  the  king. ] 

My  lord,  forbear. 

King. 

And  Hannibal  kill  lives. 
Posthumius. 

Becaufe  he  fled  at  Capua. 

King. 

There,  indeed. 


I  was  not  with  him. 


Fosthumi  u*s  . 

Therefore  he  fled  alone - - 

Since  thus  you  treat  us, - hear  another  charge. 

Why  here  detain  you,  prifonerof  your  power. 

His  daughter,  who  was  once  Rome’s  good  ally. 

The  king  of  Thrace  ?  Why  is  flie  not  reftor’d  ? 

For  our  next  meeting  you’ll  provide  an  anfwer. 

What  now  has  pafs’d,  for  his  fake  we  forgive, 

[Pointing  to  Demetrius, 

But  mark  this  well :  There  lies  fome  little  diftance, 
Philip,  between  a  Roman  and  a  king.  [Exeunt  Romans. 
King. 

How  fay’ft,  unfceptred  boafter  !  This  to  me! 

With  Hannibal  I  cleft  yon  Alpine  rocks  j 
With  Hannibal  choak’d  Thrafymene  with  daughter: 
But,  O  the  night  of  Cannes’s  raging  field  ! 

When  half  the  R.oman  fenate  lay  in  blood 
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Without  Our  tent,  and  groan’d,  as  we  carous’d ! 
Immortal  gods !  for  fuch  another  hour  ! 

Then  throw  my  carcafe  to  the  dogs  of  Rome. 

Aktigonus. 

Sir,  you  forget  your  fons. 

King. 

Let  all  withdraw. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  King  and  his  fons. 
Two  pafllons  only  take  up  all  my  foul ; 

Hatred  to  Rome,  and  tendernefs  for  them. 

Draw  near,  my  fons,  and  liken  to  my  age. 

By  what  has  pafs’d,  you  fee  the  Hate  of  things : 
Foreign  alliance  mull  a  king  fecure ; 

And  infolence  fuftain  to  fervehis  power  : 

And  if  alliances  with  Rome  are  needful. 

Much  more  among  ourfelves.  If  I  mull  bear. 
Unmov’d,  an  infult  from  a  Granger’s  brow, 

Shall  not  a  brother  bear  a  brother’s  look 
Without  impatience  ?  Whither  all  this  tends. 

I’m  forry  that  your  confcious  hearts  can  tell  you: 

Is  it  not  moll  fevere  ?  Two  fons  alone 
Have  crown’d  my  bed  ;  and  they  two  are  not  brothers. 
I.ook  here,  and,  from  my  kind  regards  to  you, 

Copy  fuch  looks  as  you  fliould  bear  each  other. 

Why.  do  I  figh  ?  Do  you  :*.ot  know,  my  fons  ? 

And  if  you  do — O  let  me  ligh  no  more  ! 

Let  thefe  white  hairs  put  in  a  claim  to  peace  ! 

Perseus. 

Henceforth,  my  foie  contention  with  my  brother 
Is  this ;  which  bell  obeys  our  father’s  will. 

Demetrius. 

Father,  iffimple  nature  ever  fpeaks 
Vol.  II.  L 
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In  her  own  language,  fcormng  ufelefs  words. 

You  fee  her  now  ;  lhe  fwells  into  my  eyes. 

I  take  thee  to  my  heart  j  I  fold  thee  in  it. 

[ Embracing  Perfeus. 

Our  father  bids ;  and  that  we  drank  one  milk, 

\ 

Is  now  the  fmallelt  motive  of  my  love. 

King. 

Antigonus ,  the  joy  their  mother  felt 
When  they  were  born,  was  faint  to  what  I  feel. 
Demetrius. 

See,  brother,  if  he  does  not  weep  !  His  love 
Runs  o’er  in  venerable  tears.  I’m  rude  ; 

But  nature  will  prevail — My  king  !  My  father  ! 

[Embracing. 

Perseus.  [A/tde,] 

Now  cannot  I  let  fall  a  fingle  tear. 

King. 

See  !  the  good  man  has  caught  it  too. 

Antigonus. 


Such  tears. 

And  fuch  alone,  be  Ihed  in  Macedonia  / 

King. 

Be  not  thou,  Perfeus,  jealous  of  thy  brother  ; 

Nor  thou,  Demetrius,  prone  to  give  him  caufe; 

Nor  either  think  of  empire  till  I'm  dead. 

You  need  not ;  you  reign  now  ;  my  heart  is  yours. 
Sheath  your  refentments  in  youi;  father’s  peace  ; 

Come  to  my  bofom  both,  and  fwear  it  there. 

[Embracing  his  fons, 

Antigonus. 

Look  down,  ye  gods,  and  change  me,  if  you  can, 

This  fight  for  one  more  lovely.  Whatfo  fweet. 

So  beautiful,  on  earth,  and,  ah  !  fo  rare, 
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As  kindred  love,  and  family  repofe  ! 

This,  this  alliance,  Rome ,  will  quite  undo  thee. 

See  this,  proud  Eallern  monarchs !  and  look  pale  ! 
Armies  are  routed,  realms  o’er-run  by  this. 

Kino. 

Or  if  leagu’d  worlds  fuperior  forces  bring. 

I’d  rather  die  a  Father,  than  a  King. 

Fathers  alone,  a  Father’s  heart  can  know.; 

What  fecret  tides  of  Rill  enjoyment  flow. 

When  brothers  love  !  But  if  their  hate  fucceeds, 
They  wage  the  war ;  but  ’tis  the  Father  bleeds. 


[Exeunt. 

End  of  the  First  Act. 


ACT  II. 


Enter  Perseus. 

Perseus. 

WK  Y  loiters  my  ambaflador  to  Dymas? 

His  greatnefs  will  not  fure  prefume  to  fcora 
A  friendfliip  offer’d  from  an  heir  of  empire. 

But  Pericles  returns. 


[Enter  Pericles. 

Is  Dymas  ours  ? 

Pericles. 

He’s  cautious,  Sir;  he’s  fubtle  ;  he’s  a  courtier; 
Dymas  is  now  for  you,  now  for  your  brother ; 

For  both,  and  neither  :  He’s  a  fummer-infeft. 

And  loves  the  funihine :  On  his  gilded  wings. 

While  the  fcales  waver,  he’ll  fly  doubtful  round  you  ; 
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And  fing  his  flatteries  to  both  alike  : 

The  fcales  once  fix’d,  he’ll  fettle  on  the  winner. 

And  fivearhis  pray’rs  drew  down  the  vi&ory — 

But  what  fuccefs  had  you,  Sir,  with  your  brother? 
Perseus. 

All,  all  my  hopes  are  at  the  point  of  death  ! 

The  boy  triumphant  keeps  his  hold  in  love  : 

He’s  ever  warbling  nonfenfe  in  her  ear, 

With  all  th’  intoxication  of  fuccefs. 

Darknefs  inclofes  me  ;  nor  fee  I  light 
From  any  quarter  dawn,  but  from  his  death. 

Pericles. 

Why  ftart  at  his  death,  who  refolves  on  yours  ? 

Perseus. 

Refolves  on  mine  ! 

Pericles. 

Have  you  not  mark’d  the  princefs  ? 
You  have  :  With  what  a  beam  of  majelly 
Her  eye  {trikes  facred  awe  !  It  fpeaks  her  mind 
Exalted,  as  it  is.  Whom  loves  fhe  then  ? 

Demetrius  ?  no  ;  Rome’s  darling  ;  who,  no  doubt, 
Dares  court  her  with  your  empire.  And  lhall  Perfeus 
Survive  that  lofs  ? — Thus  he  refolves  your  death. 
Perseus. 

Mofi:  true.  What  crime  then  to  firike  firfl  ?  But  how  ? 
Or  when  ?  or  where  ?  O  Pericles  /  aflift  me. 

Per  icles. 

’Tis  dangerous. 

Perseus. 

The  fitter  then  for  me. 

Pericles. 

Wait  an  occafion  that  befriends  your  wi/hes. 
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Perseus, 

Go,  fco],  and  teach  a  catarafl  to  creep  ! 

Can  third  of  empire,  vengeance,  beauty,  wait  ? 
Pericles. 

In  the  mean  time,  accept  a  dratagem 
That  mud  fecure  your  empire,  or  your  love. 

Your  brother’s  Roman  friendfhips  gall  no  lefs 
The  king,  than  you :  He  dreads  their  confequence. 
Dymas  hates  Rome ;  and  Dymas  has  a  daughter. 

How  can  the  king  fo  powerfully  fix 
Demetrius''  faith,  as  by  his  marriage  there  ? 

For  Dymas,  thus  (Rome's  fworn,  eternal  foe) 

Becomes  a  fpy  upon  his  private  lire,'.  ' 

And  furety  for  his  condutt. 

Perseus. 

True - But  thus 

Our  art  defeats  itfelf.  My  brother  gains 
The  favourite,  and  fo  ftrengthens  in  his  treafon. 
Pericles.  . 

Think  you,  he’ll  wed  her  ?  No  ;  the  princefs’  eye 
Makes  no  fuch  fhort-liv’d  conquefr.  He’ll  refufe. 
And  thus  effeft  what  I  have  drove  in  vain  : 

Yes,  he’ll  refufe ;  and  Dymas,  in  his  wrath. 

Will  lid  for  us,  and  vengeance— -Then  the  king 
Will,  doubtlefs,  much  refent  his  fon’s  refufal ; 

And  thus  we  kindle  the  whole  court  againd  him. 
Perseus. 

My  precious  friend,  I  thank  thee.  I  take  wing 
On  ardent  hope  :  I  think  it  cannot  fail. 

Go,  make  thy  court  to  Dymas  with  this  fcheme  : 

Be  gone — Erixene  !■ — I’ll  feed  her  pride  \Looking  out. 
Once  more  j  but  not  expend  my  breath  in  vain. 
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This  meeting  ftamps  unalterable  fate ; 

I  '-will  wed  her,  or  vengeance. 

[Enter  Erixene  and  Delia. 
O  Erixene  ! 

O  princefs !  colder  than  your  Thracian  fnows ! 

See  Per/eus,  who  ne’er  Hoop’d  but  to  the  gods, 
Proftrate  before  you.  Fame  and  Empire  fue. 

Why  have  I  conquer’d  ? — Becaufe  you  are  fair. 
What’s  Empire  ? — But  a  title  to  adore  you. 

Why  do  I  number  in  my  lineage  high 
Heroes  and  gods  ? — That  you,  fcarce  lefs  divine. 
Without  a  blufli  may  Men  to  my  vows. 

My  anceftor  fubdu’d  the  world.  I  dare 
Beyond  his  pride,  and  grafp  at  more,  in  you. 
Obdurate  maid  !  or  turn,  or  I  expire. 

Erixene. 

If  love,  my  lord,  is  choice,  who  loves  in  vain 
Should  blame  himfelf  alone  ;  and  if ’tis  fate, 

’Tis  fate  in  all  :  Why  then  your  blame  on  me  .? 

My  crown’s  precarious,  thro’  the  chance  of  war ; 

But  fure  my  heart’s  my  own.  Each  villager 
Is  queen  of  her  affe&ions,  and  can  vent 
Her  arbitrary  fighs  where-e’er  fhe  pleafes. 

Shall  then  the  daughter  of  a  race  of  kings  — - 
Perseus. 

Madam,  you  juftly  blame  the  chance  of  war  : 

The  gods  have  been  unkind  :  I  am  not  fo. 

No  I  Per/ens  comes  to  counter-balance  fate  ; 

Thrace  ne’er  was  conquer’d — if  you  fmile  on  me.— 
Silent!  obdurate  Hill !  as  cold  as  death  ! 

But  ’tis  Demetrius - . 
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Ertxene. 

'  Prince,  I  take  your  meaning. 

But,  if  you  truly  think  his  worth  prevails. 

How  ftrange  is  your  requeft  ! 

Perseus. 

No,  Madam,  no ; 

Tho’  Love  has  hurt  my  mind,  I  fhill  can  judge 
What  fprings  the  paflions  of  the  Great  controul. 
Ambition  is  firft  minifter  of  ftate  ; 

Love’s  but  a  fecond  in  the  cabinet ; 

Nor  can  he  feather  there  his  unfledg’d  lhaft 
But  from  ambition’s  wing :  But  you  conceive 
More  fanguine  hopes,  from  him  whom  Rome  fupports. 
Than  me.  You  view  Demetrius  on  my  throne ; 

And  thence  he  Ihines  indeed.  Plis  charms  from  thence 
Tranfpierce  your  foul,  enamour’d  of  dominion. 

Erixene. 

Why  now  you  fliew  me  your  profound  efteem  ! 
Demetrius'  guilt  alone  has  charms  for  me ; 

’Tis  not  the  prince,  but  traitor,  wins  my  love.— — ~ — ■ 
Such  infults  are  not  brook’d  by  royal  minds. 

Howe’er  their  fortunes  ebb  ;  and  tho’  I  mourn. 

An  orphan,  and  a  captive,  gods  there  are— 

Fear  then  an  orphan’s  and  a  captive’s  wrong. 

Perseus. 

Your  cruel  treatment  of  my  paflion— « 

But  I’ll  not  talk. — This,  Madam  ;  only  this — — • 
Think  not  the  caufe,  the  curfed  caufe  of  all. 

Shall  laugh  fecure,  and  triumph  in  my  pangs : 

No  ;  by  the  torments  of  an  heart  on  Are, 

She  gluts  my  vengeance,  who  defrauds  my  love  !  [Exit. 
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Erixene. 

What  have  I  done  ?  In  what  a  whirlwind  rage 
Has  {hatch’d  him  hence  on  ill  ?  I  frown  on  Perfeus ,, 
And  kill  Demetrius. 

Delia. 

Madam,  fee  !  the  prince. 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Erixene. 

Ah,  prince !  the  tetnpeft,  which  fo  long  has  lowr’d, 

Is  now  full  ripe,  and  burfting  o’er  your  head. 

This  moment  Perfeus'  malice  flam’d  before  me  ; 
Vidlorious  rage  broke  thro’  his  W’onted  guards 
And  menac’d  loud  your  ruin.  Fly!  O  fly 
This  inflant. 

Demetrius. 

To  what  refuge  ? 

Erixene. 

Rome  extends 

Her  longing  arms  to  clafp  you  for  her  own.. 

Demetrius. 

Madam,  ’tis  prudent;  I  confefsit  is  : 

But  is  it  loving  as  true  lovers  ought, 

To  be  fo  very  prudent  in  our  love  ?' 

I  boaft  not  fo  much  wifdom :  I  prefer 
Death  at  your  feet,  before  the  world  wichout  you. . 
Erixene. 

In  danger  thus  extreme - 

Demetrius. 

Oh  !  mod  beloved  ! 

Lov’d  you  like  me,  like  me  would  you  difeern, 

That  I  but  execute  my  brother’s  purpofe 
By  fuch  a  flight.  A_t  that  his  clamour,  rage,. 

And 
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And  menace  aim,  to  chafe  a  rival  hence, 

And  keep  the  field  alone.  Oh  !  fhall  I  leave  him 
To  gaze  whole  days ;  to  learn  to  read  your  eye  ; 

To  ftudy  your  delights ;  to  chide  the  wind’s 
Too  rude  approach  ;  to  bid  the  ground  be  finooth  ; 

To  follow,  like  your  fhadow,  where  you  go; 

Tread  in  your  fteps ;  perhaps — to  touch  your  hand. 

O  death  !  to  minilter  in  little  things  ; 

From  half  a  glance  to  prophefy  your  will, 

And  do  it,  ere  well  form’d  in  your  own  mind  ? 

Gods !  gods !  while  worlds  divide  me  from  my  princefs. 
That,  Ihould  fhe  call,  Demetrius  might  grow  old. 

Ere  he  could  reach  her  feet. 

Erixene. 

If  Perfeus'1  love 

Pains- you,  it  pains  me  more.  Is  your  heart  griev’d.? 

Mine  is  tormented  :  Bat  fince  Philip' %  felf 

Is  love’s  great  advocate,  a  fiat  refufal 

But  blows  their  rage,  and  haftens  your  defiru&ion. 

Had  I  not  that  to  fear  !  were  you  fecure  ! 

I;d  eafe  my  bofom  of  its  full  difdain, 

And  dalh  this  bold  prefumer  on  his  birth.. 

But,  fee!  the  grand  procefiion. 

Demetrius. 

We  muft  join  it. 

Enter  the  King,  Perseus,  Romans,  Ant  icon  us,  ifce 
King. 

Let  the  proc  fiion  halt!  and  here  te  paid. 

Before  yon  flaming  altar,  thanks  to  heav’n, 

That  brings  us  fafe  to  this  aufpicious  day  1 
The  great  Lullration  of  our  martial  powers, 

Which,  from  its  diftant  birth  to  prefent  time,  -- 
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Unfolds  the  glories  of  this  antient  empire, 

And  throngs  the  pride  of  ages  in  an  hour. 

PosTHUMIUS.  [Pointing.] 

What  figure’s  that,  O  Philip  !  which  precedes  ? 

King. 

The  founder  of  our  Empire,  furious  fon 
Of  great  Alcides.  We’re  ally’d  to  heav’n; 

And  you,  I  think,  call  Romulus  a  god. — 

That,  Philip ,  fecond  of  our  name  ;  and  here, 

O  bend  with  awe  to  him,  whofe  red  right  hand 
Hurl’d  proud  Darius  like  a  Ear  from  heav’n. 

With  leifer  lights  around  him,  flaming  down. 

And  bid  the  laurell’d  fons  of  Macedonia 
Di  ink  their  own  Ganges. 

Perseus.  \Afde  to  Demetrius.] 

Give  him  his  helmet,  brother. 
King.  [ To  his  fons.] 

You  lead  the  troops  that  join  in  mock  encounter; 
And  in  no  other  may  you  ever  meet ! 

But  march  one  way,  and  drive  the  world  before  you. 
The  vi&or,  as  our  antient  rites  decree. 

Mull  hold  a  feaft,  and  triumph  in  the  bowl. 

Demetrius. 

I  long,  my  lord,  to  fee  the  charge  begin  ; 

The  brandifh’d  faulchion,  and  the  clalhing  helm, 
Tho’  but  in  fport ;  it  is  a  fport  for  men. 

Raw  Alexander  thus  began  his  fame. 

And  overthrew  Darius,  firft,  at  home. 

We’ll  pra&ife  o’er  the  plans  of  future  conquefls. 
While  neighbouring  nations  tremble  at  our  play; 
And  own  the  fault  in  fortune,  not  in  us, 

That  we  but. want  a  foe  to  be  immortal. 
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Perseus. 

You  have  fupply’d  my  wants :  I  thank  you,  brother. 

Kinc.  \RiJtng,  and  coming  forwards.  Mujic.] 
How  vain  all  outward  effort  to  fupply 
The  foul  with  joy  !  The  noon  tide  fun  is  dark. 

And  mufic  difcord,  when  the  heart  is  low : 

Avert  its  omen  !  What  a  damp  hangs  on  me  I 
Thefe  fprightly  tuneful  airs  but  fkim  along 
The  furface  of  my  foul,  not  enter  there  : 

She  does  not  dance  to  this  inchanting  found. 

How,  like  a  broken  inftrument,  beneath 
The  fkilful  touch,  my  joylefs  heart  lies  dead  ! 

Nor  anfwers  to  the  mailer’s  hand  divine  ! 

Anticonus. 

When  men  once  reach  their  autumn,  fickly  joys 
Fall  off  apace,  as  yellow  leaves  from  trees. 

At  ev’ry  little  breath  misfortune  blows  ; 

Till,  left  quite  naked  of  their  happinefs. 

In  the  chill  blafts  of  winter  they  expire. 

This  is  the  common  lot.  Have  comfort  then  : 

Your  grief  will  damp  the  triumph. 

King. 


It  is  over. 


Hear  too  ;  the  trumpet  calls  us  to  the  field. 

And  now  this  phantom  of  a  fight  begins. 

Fair  princefs,  you  and  I  will  go  together. 

As  Priam  and  bright  Helen  did  of  old. 

To  view  the  war.  Your  eyes  will  make  them  bolder. 
And  raife  the  price  of  vidtory  itfelf. 

. ^All.go  out  but  Perfeus,  who  has  obferved  Demetrius 
and  Erixene  all  this  time  con'verjing ,  and Ji ays  be¬ 
hind  thoughtful  and  dijlurb' d . 
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Perseus. 

Eefore  my  face  (he  feeds  him  with  her  fmiles  r 
The  king  looks  on,  nor  difapproves  the  crime  ; 
And  the  boy  takes  them  as  not  due  to  me, 
Without  remorfe,  as  happy  as  (he’ll  make  him. 
Perilh  all  three  !  I’ll  feek  allies  elfewhere  ; 

Father  and  brother,  nay,  a  miilrefs  too. 
Defiruciion ,  rife  !  Though  thou  art  black  as  night 
Thy  mother,  and  as  hideous  as  de/pair ; 

I’ll  clafp  thee  thus,  nor  think  of  woman  more. 
How  the  boy  doats,  and  drinks  in  at  his  eyes. 

Her  poifon  !  O  to  flab  him  in  her  arms  !’ 

And  yet  do  lefs  than  they  have  done  to  me. 

Enter  Pericles. 

Pericles. 

Where  is  my  prince  ?  The  nation’s  on  the  wing 
No  tofom  but  exults  ;  no  hand  but  bears 
A  garland,  or  a  trophy  :  And  (hall  Per/eus  • 
Perseus. 


Vengeance  ! 


[Shouts  'within— 


Pericles. 

Hear  how  with  (houts  they  rend  the  Ikies ! 
Perseus. 

Give  me  my  vengeance  ! 

Pericles. 

.  Forty  thoufand  men, 

In  pclilh’d  armour,  (hine  againft  the  fun. 

PERSEUSi 

Dare  but  another  word,  and  not  of  vengeance, 

And  I  will  ufe  thee,  as  I  wou’d— my  brother. 


Peri- 
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Pericles,. 

Vengeance!  on. whom? 

Perseus,. 

On  him. 

Pericles. 

What  vengeance  T 
Perseus. 

Blood,. 

Pericles. 

’Tis  yours. 

Perseus. 

What  god  will  give  it  me  ? 

Pericles. 

Your  own  right  hand. 

Perseus. 

I  dare  not — for  my  father. 

Pericles. 

You  lhall  dare. 

Perseus. 

Shalt  thou  dare  give  encouragement  to  Per/eus? 

Unfold  thy  purpofe ;  I’ll  outlhoot  the  mark. 
Pericles. 

Where  are  you  going  ? 

Perseus-. 

To  the  mock  encounter, 
Pericles. 

What  more  like  mock  encounter  than  the  true? 
Perseus. 

Enough — He’s  dead!  ’Twas  accident ;  ’twas  error: 
No  matter  what.  Ten  thoufand  lhare  the  blame. 
Pericles. 

Hold,  Sir!  I  had  forgot :  On  this  occafion, 

T.  he  troops  are  fearch’d ;  and  foils  alone  are  worn, 
Inilead  of  fwords. 


Per 
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Perseus. 

An  ofier  were  enough. 

Who  pains  my  heart,  plants  thunder  in  my  hand. 
Pericles. 

But  fhould  this  fail— — - 


Perseus. 
Impoffible ! 
Pericles. 

The  banquet  follows. 


But,  Ihould  it. 


Perseus. 

Poifon  in  his  wine. 

I  thank  the  gods !  my  fpirits  are  reviv’d  ! 

I  draw  immortal  vigour  from  that  bowl  ! 

Pericles. 

Nay,  Ihould  both  fail,  the  field  and  banquet  too. 

All  fails  not ;  fairer  hopes  to  fair  fucceed  : 

For  know,  my  lord,  thd  king  receiv’d  with  joy 
The  marriage-fcheme,  and  fent  for  Dymas'  daughter. 
Perse  us. 

Then  there’s  a  fecond  bowl  of  poifon  for  him. 
Pericles. 

Yet  more:  This  ev’ning  thofe  ambaffadors. 

Which  Philip  fent  to  Rome,  Oeneath  the  name 
Of  public  bufinefs,  but,  in  truth,  to  learn 
Your  brother’s  condudt,  are  expedted  home. 

Perseus. 

Thofe  whom  I  fwore,  before  they  parted  hence. 

In  dreadful  facraments  of  wine  and  blood, 

To  bring  back  fuch  reports,  as  fhou’d  deflroy  him 
And  what  if,  to  complete  our  fecret  plan. 

We  feign  a  letter  to  his  friend  the  conful. 

To  ftrengthen  our  ambaffadors’  report  i 

Peri- 
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Pericles. 

That  care,  my  lord,  be  mine  :  I  know  a  knave. 
Grown  fat  on  forgery  ;  he’ll  counterfeit 
Old  Quintius'  hand  and  feal,  by  former  letters 
Sent  to  the  king;  which  you  can  gain  with  eafe. 
Perseus. 

Obferve — This  morning,  at  their  interview. 

The  Romans  in  elFett,  inform’d  the  king, 

That  Thrace  was  theirs,  and  order’d  him  reftore 
The  princefs.  This  will  give  much  air  of  truth. 

If  our  forg’d  letters  fay  the  Romans  crown 
Demetrius  king  of  Thrace,  and  promife  more. 

Pericles. 

My  lord,  it  fhall  be  done. 

Perseus. 

All  cannot  fail.  [ Trumpets . 

Pericles. 

The  trumpets  found ;  the  troops  are  mounted. 
Perseus. 


Vengeance ! 

Sweet  vengeance  calls :  Nor  ever  call’d  a  god 
Such  fwift  obedience  :  Like  the  rapid  wheel, 

I  kindle  in  the  courfe  ;  I’m  there  already  ; 

Snatch  the  bright  weapon  ;  bound  into  my  feat ; 
Strike;  triumph  ;  fee  him  gafping  on  the  ground. 
And  life,  love,  empire,  fpringing  from  his  wound. 
When  godlike  ends,  by  means  unjuit,  fucceed. 
The  great  refult  adorns  the  daring  deed. 

Virtue’s  a  (hackle  under  fair  difguife. 

To  fetter  fools,  while  we  bear  oft  the  prize. \Exeu.nt. 


End  of  /^Second  Act. 
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ACT  III. 


Enter  Perseus. 


Perseus. 

COW  A  Bt  D  S  in  ill,  like  cowards  in  the  field,. 
Are  fure  to  be  defeated.  To  ftrike  home, 

Ih  both,  is  prudence:  Guilt,  begun,  mull:  fly- 
To  guilt  confummate,  to  be  fafe. 

Enter  Pericles. 

Pericles. 


My  lord — 

Perseus. 

Diilurb  not  my  devotions ;  they  decline 

The  beaten  track,  the  common  path  of  pray’r - 

Ye  povv’rs  of  darknefs  !  that  rejoice  in  ill  j 
All  fworn  by  Styx,  with  peftiler.tial  blafts 
To  wither  every  virtue  in  the  bud ; 

To  keep  the  door  of  dark  confpiracy. 

And  fnuff  the  grateful  fumes  of  human  blood  ! 
From  fulphur  blue,  or  your  red  beds  of  fire. 

Or  your  black  ebon  thrones,  aufpicious  rife  ; 

And,  burfting  thro’  the  barriers  of  this  world. 
Stand  in  dread  con traft  to  the  golden  fun  ; 

Fright  day-light  hence  with  your  infernal  fmiles,. 
And  howl  aloud  your  formidable  joy, 

W’hile  I  tranfport  you  with  the  fair  record. 

Of  .what  your  faithful  miniller  has  done, 
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Beyond  your  infpiration,  felf-impell’d. 

To  fpread  your  empire,  and  fecure  his  own. 

Hear,  and  applaud. — Now,  Pericles!  proceed: 

Speak ;  is  the  letter  forg’d  ? 

Pericles. 

This  moment;  animight  cheat 
The  cunning  eye  of  jealoufy  itfelf. 

Perseus. 

’Tis  well :  Art  thou  appris’d  of  what  hath  pad. 

Since  lad  we  parted  ? 

Pericles. 

No,  my  lord. 

Perseus, 

Then  roufe 

Thy  whole  attention  :  Here  we  are  in  private  : 

Know  then,  my  Pericles ,  the  mock  encounter 
I  turn’d,  as  taught  by  thee,  to  real  rage. 

But  blafted  be  the  cowards  which  I  led  ! 

They  trembled  at  a  boy. 

Pericles. 

Ha! 

Perseus. 

Mark  me  well  r 

The  villains  fled  ;  but  foon  my  prudence  turn’d 
To  good  account  that  momentary  lhame. 

Thus— ——I  pretend  ’twas  voluntary  flight 
To  lave  a  brother’s  blood ;  accufing  him 
As  author  of  that  conflia:  I  declin’d, 

And  he  purfu’d  with,  ardour  and  fuccefs.. 

Pericles. 

That’s  artful.  What  enfu’d  ? 

Perseus. 

The  banquet  follow’d, 
Held 
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Held  by  the  vi&or,  as  our  rites  require  : 

To  which  his  eafy  nacure,  foon  app  a  ’d, 

Invited  me.  I  went  not ;  but  lent  fpies 

To  learn  what  pafs’d  :  which  fpies,  by  chance  detedled 

(Obferve  me)  were  ill  us’d. 

Pericles. 

Ey  whom  ?  your  brother? 
Perseus. 

No  ;  by  his  fons  of  riot.  He  foon  after. 

Not  knowing  that  my  fervants  were  abus5d. 

Kind,  and  gay-hearted,  came  to  vifit  me. 

They,  who  mifus’d  my  fpies,  for  felf-defence, 
Conceal’d  their  arms  beneath  the  robes  of  peace. 

Of  this  inform’d,  again  my  genius  ferv’d  me.  ■  — 

Pericles. 

You  took  occafion,  from  thefe  few  in  arms. 

To  charge  a  murderous  affault  on  all. 

Perseus. 

True,  Pericles  :  But  mark  my  whole  addrefs ; 

Againft  my  brother  fwift  I  bar  my  gates  j 
Fly  to  my  father ;  and,  with  artful  tears, 

Accufe  Demetrius ;  JirJi ,  of  turning  fports. 

And  guilclefs  exercife,  to  mortal  rage; 

T’ben,  of  inviting  me  (ftill  blacker  guilt  !) 

To  fmiling  death  in  an  invenom’d  bowl ; 

And,  laji,  that,  both  thefe  failing,  mad  with  rage. 

He  threw  his  fchemes  of  baffled  art  allde, 

And  with  arm’d  men  avow’dly  fought  my  life. 
Pericles. 

Three  llartling  articles,  and  well  concerted, 
Following  each  other  in  an  eafy  train, 

With  fair  fimilitude  of  truth  !  But,  Sir, 

How  bore  your  father  ? 
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Perseus. 

Oh!  he  fhook!  he  fell ! 
Nor  was  his  fleeting  foul  recall’d  with  eafe. 

Pericles. 

What  faid  he,  when  recover’d  ? 

Perseus. 

His  refolve 

I  know  not  yet ;  but,  fee,  his  minion  comes ; 

And  comes  perhaps  to  tell  me — But  I’ll  go; 

Suftain  my  part,  and  echo  loud  my  wrongs. 

Nought  fo  like  innocence,  as  perfect  guilt. 

If  he  brings  aught  of  moment,  you’ll  inform  me. 

\As  Perfeus  goes  cjf>  he  is  feized  by  officers. 
Enter  Bymas. 

Pericles. 

How  fares  the  king  ? 

Dymas. 

Ev’n  as  an  aged  oak 

Puflit  to  and  fro,  the  labour  of  the  ftorm  ; 

Whofe  largeft  branches  are  ftruck  off  by  thunder ; 

Yet  ftill  he  lives,  and  on  the  mountain  groans ; 

Strong  in  affliction,  awful  from  his  wounds. 

And  more  rever’d  in  ruin,  than  in  glory. 

^  Pericles. 

I  hear  prince  Perfeus  has  accus’d  his  brother. 

Dymas. 

True ;  and  the  king’s  commands  are  now  gone  forth 
To  throw  them  both  in  chains  ;  for  farther  thought 
Makes  Philip  doubt  the  truth  of  Perfeus ’  charge. 
Pericles. 

What  then  is  his  defign  ? 

Dymas. 

They  both  this  hour 

Muff 
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Muft  plead  their  caufe  before  him  :  Nay,  already,. 

His  nobles,  judges,  coanfellors,  are  met; 

And  public  jullice  wears  her  fternelt  form  : 

A  more  momentous  trial  ne’er  was  known ; 

Whether  the  pleaders  you  furvey  as  brothers. 

Or  princes  known  in  arts,  or  fam'd  for  arms ; 

Whether  you  ponder,  in  their  awful  judge. 

The  tender  parent,  or  the  mighty  king. 

Greece,  Athens  hears  the  caufe  :  The  great  refult 
Is  life,  or  death  ;  is  infamy,  or  fame.  [ T rumpets. 

Pericles. 

What  trumpets  thefe  i 

Dymas. 

They  fummon  to  the  court, 
[Exeunt* 

SCENE  draws ;  the  Court,  King,  Ifc. 

Enter  Dymas,  and  takes  his  place  by  the  King, 
King. 

Bring  forth  the  prifoners. 

Strange  trial  this !  Here  fit  I  to  debate. 

Which  vital  limb  to  lop,  nor  that  to  fave. 

But  render  wretched  life  more  wretched  (till. 

What  fee  I,  but  heav’n’s  vengeance,  in  my  fons  ? 
Their  guilt  a  fcourge  for  mine :  ’Tis  thus  heav’n  writes 
Its  awful  meaning,  plain  in  human  deeds. 

And  language  leaves  to  man. 

Enter  Perseus  and  Demetrius  in  chains,  from  differ¬ 
ent  fdes  of  the  ftage  ;  Perfeus  follow'd  by  Pericles, 
and  Demetrius  Ey  Antigonus. 

Dymas. 

Dread  Sir,  your  fons. 
King. 

I  have  no  fons and  that  I  ever  had. 
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Is  now  my  heavieft  curfe :  And  yet  what  care. 
What  pains,  I  took  to  curb  their  riling  rage  ! 

How  often  have  I  rang’d  thro’  hiilory 
To  find  examples  for  their  private  ufe  ? 

The  Theban  brothers  did  I  fet  before  them _ - 

What  blood !  what  defolation  !  but  in  vain  ! 

For  thee,  Demetrius ,  did  I  go  to  Rome, 

And  bring  thee  patterns  thence  of  brothers’  love* 
The  Quint ii,  and  the  Scipio’s  :  but  in  vain  ! 

If  I’m  a  monarch,  where  is  your  obedience  ? 

If  I’m  a  father,  where’s  your  duty  to  me  ? 

If  old,  your  veneration  due  to  years'? 

But  I  have  wept,  and  you  have  fworn,  in  vain  ! 

I  had  your  ear,  and  enmity  your  heart. 

How  was  this  morning’s  counfel  thrown  away  ! 
How  happy  is  your  mother  in  the  grave  ! 

She,  when  fne  bore  you,  fuffer’d  lefs :  Her  pangs. 
Her  pungent  pangs,  throb  thro’  the  father’s  heart. 
Demetrius. 

\  ou  can't  condemn  me,  Sir,  to  worfe  than  this. 
King. 

Than  what,  thou  young  deceiver  ?  While  I  live. 
You  both  with  impious  wilhes  graljp  my  fceptre  : 
Nothing  is  facred,  nothing  dear,  but  Empire  ; 
Brother,  nor  father,  can  you  bear  ;  fierce  luft 
Of  Empire  burns,  extinguilh’d  all  befide. 

Why  pant  you  for  it  ?  To  give  others  awe  ? 

Be  therefore  aw’d  yourfelves,  and  tremble  at  it. 
While  in  a  father’s  hand. 

Dymas." 

My  lord,  your  warmth 
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King. 

Am  I  then  too  warm  ? 

They  that  fhould  fhelter  me  from  ev’ry  blaft, 

To  be  themfelves  the  ftorm  !  O  !  how  Rome  triumphs  I 
Oh  !  how  they  bring  this  hoary  head  to  flame  ! 
Conqueft  and  fame,  the  labour  of  my  life. 

Now  turn  again!!  me  ;  and  call  in  ’he  world 
To  gaze  at  what  'was  Philip ,  but  who  now 
Wants  ev'n  the  wretch’s  privilege— a  Wiih. 

What  can  I  wifh  ?  Demetrius  may  be  guiltlefs. 

What  then  is  Perfeus  ?  Judgment  hangs  as  yet 
Doubtful  o’er  th“m  ;  but  I’m  condemn’d  already  ; 

For  both  are  mine  ;  and  one — is  foul  as  hell. 

Should  thefe  two  hands  wage  war,  (thefe  hands  lefsdear! ' 
What  boots  it  which  prevails  ?  In  both  1  bleed. 

But  I  have  done.  Speak,  Perfeus,  and  at  large; 

You’ll  have  no  fecond  hearing.  Thou  forbear. 

[To  Demetrius. 

Perseus. 

Speak  !— - ’Twas  with  utmoft  ftruggle  I  forbore. 

Thefe  chains  were  fcarce  delign’d  to  reach  my  tongue : 
Their  trefpafs  is  fufficient,  Hopping  here. 

[Shewing  his  arms . 
Thefe  chains !  for  what  ?  Are  chains  for  innocence  ? 
Not  fo  ;  for,  fee,  Demetrius  wears  them  too. 

Fool  that  I  was,  to  tremble  at  vain  laws ; 

Nor  learn  from  him  defiance  of  their  frown ; 

Since  innocence  and  guilt  are  us’d  alike ; 

Blood-thirfty  fiabbers,  and  their deftin’d  prey; 

Perfeus ,  and  He — I  will  not  call  him  brother: 

[Pointing  c.t  Demetrius. 
He  wants  not  that  enhancement  of  his  guilt. 


King 
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King. 

But  clofer  to  the  point ;  and  lay  before  us 
Sfour  whole  deportment  this  ill  -fated  day. 

Pe&sf.us. 

Scarce  was  he  cool  from  that  embrace  this  morning, 
Which  you  u.join  d,  md  !  flncerely  gave ; 

Nor  thought  he  plann’d  my  death  within  my  arms; 
When;  hold.  <  vile,  oaths,  honour,  duty,  love, 

He  tir’d  our  friendly  fporcs  to  martial  rage, 
if  war,  why  not  fair  war  ?  But  that  has  danger. 
From  hoftile  conflict,  as  from  brothers’  play, 

He  blulh’d  not  to  invite  me  to  his  banquet. 

[  went  not ;  and  in  that  was  I  to  blame  ? 

Think  you,  there  nothing  had  been  found  but  peace. 
From  whence  foon  after  fally’d  armed  men  ? 

Think  you  I  nothing  had  to  fear  from  fwords. 

When  from  their  foils  I  fcarce  efcap’d  with  life  ? 

Or  poifon  might  his  valour  fuit  as  well — : 

This  pafs’d,  as  fuits  his  wifdom,  Macedonians! 

Who  volts  o’er  elder  brothers  to  a  throne. 

With  an  arm’d  rout  he  came  to  vifit  me. 

Did  I  refufe  to  go,  a  bidden  gueft  ? 

And  ihould  I  welcome  him,  a  threat’ning  foe  ? 
Refenting  my  refufal  ;  boiling  for  revenge  ! 
Demetrius. 

'Tis  falfe. 


Anticonus. 

Forbear — The  king  ! 

Perseus. 

Had  I  received  them, 
V  ou  now  had  mourn’d  my  death,  not  heard  my  caufe.— 
Dares  he  deny  he  brought  an  armed  throng  ? 


Call 
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Call  thofe  I  name;  who  dare  this  deed,  dare  all; 

Yet  will  not  dare  deny,  that  this  is  true. 

My  death  alone  can  yield  a  ftronger  proof ; 

Will  no  lefs  proof  than  that  content  a  father  ? 
Pericles. 

Perfeus,  you  fee,  has  art,  as  well  as  fire  ; 

Nor  have  the  wars  worn  Athetis  from  his  tongue. 
Perseus. 

Let  him,  who  feeks  to  bathe  in  brother’s  blood, 

Not  find  well-pleas’d  the  fountain  whence  it  flow’d  : 
Let  him,  who  fhudders  at  a  brother’s  knife. 

Find  refuge  in  the  bofom  of  a  father : 

For  where  elfe  can  I  fly  ?  whom  elfe  implore  1 
I  have  no  Romans,  with  their  eagles  wings, 

To  fhelter  me  ;  Demetrius  borrows  thofe, 

To  mount  full  rebel-high  :  I  have  their  hatred  ; 

And,  thanks  to  heav’n  !  deferve  it  :  Good  Demetrius 
Can  fee  your  towns  and  kingdoms  torn  away 
By  thefe  proteftors  ;  and  ne’er  lofe  his  temper. 

My  weaknefs !  I  confefs,  it  makes  me  rave ; 

It  makes  me  weep — and  my  tears  rarely  flotv. 
Pericles. 

Was  ever  ftronger  proof  of  filial  love  ? 

Perseus. 

Vain  are  Rome's  hopes,  while  you  and  I  furvive  : 

But  fhould  the  fword  take  me,  and  age  my  father, 
(Heav’n  grant  they  leave  him  to  the  ftroke  of  age  !) 
The  kingdom,  and  the  king,  are  both  their  own  ; 

A  duteous  loyal  king,  a  feeptred  Have, 

A  willing  Macedonian  flave  to  Rome . 

King. 

Fir  ft  let  an  earthquake  fwallcw  Macedonia. 

Per 


241 


A  TRAGEDY. 

Perseus. 

How,  at  fuch  news,  would  Hannibal  rejoice  ? 

How  the  great  ihade  of  Alexander  fmile  ? 

The  thought  quite  choaks  me  up;  I  can  no  more. 
King. 


Proceed ! 


Perseus. 

No,  Sir - Why  have  I  fpoke  at  all  ? 

’Twas  needlefs  :  Philip  j  afhifi.es  my  charge  ; 

Philip’s  the  fingle  witnefs  which  I  call. 

To  prove  Demetrius  guilty. 

King. 


What  doft  mean  ? 


Perseus. 

What  mean  I,  Sir !  what  mean  I  ! — To  run  mad; 
For  who,  unfhaken  both  in  heart  and  brain, 

Can  recolledl  it ! 

Ki  NG. 


What  ? 


Perseus. 

This  morning’s  infult. 

This  morning  they  proclaim’d  him  Philip's  king ; 
This  morning  they  forgave  you  for  his  fake. 

O  pardon,  pardon  !  —  I  could  ftrike  him  dead. 

King. 


More  temper. 

Perseus. 

Not  more  truth  ;  that  cannot  be  ! 
And  that  it  cannot,  one  proof  can’t  efcape  you; 

For  what  but  truth  could  make  me.  Sir,  fo  bold  ? 
Pome  puts  forth  all  her  ftrength  to  crown  her  minion. 
Demetrius’  vices,  thriving  of  themfelves. 

Her  fulfome  flatt’ries  dung  to  ranker  growth. 

Vol.  II.  M  Demetrius 


242  THE  BROTHERS. 

Demetrius  is  the  burden  of  her  fong  ; 

Each  river,  hill,  and  dale,  has  learnt  his  name  j 
While  elder  Per/eus  in  a  whifper  dies. 

Demetrius  treats  ;  Demetrius  gives  us  peace  ; 

Demetrius  is  our  god,  and  would  be  fo. - 

My  fight  is  Ihort :  Look  on  him  you  that  can  : 

What  fage  experience  fits  upon  his  brow. 

What  awful  marks  of  wifdom,  who  vouchfafes 
To  patronize  a  Father,  and  a  King  ? 

Such  patronage  is  treafon. 

King. 

Treafon  !  Death ! 

Pe  RSEUS. 

Nor  let  the  ties  of  blood  bind  up  the  hands 
Of  juftice  ;  Nature’s  ties  are  broke  already  : 

For,  who  contend  before  you  : — Your  two  fons  ?— 
No;  read  aright;  ’tis  Macedon,  and  Rome. 

A  well-mafk’d  foreigner,  and  your — only  fon, 

Guard  of  your  life,  and — exile  of  youy  love. 

Now,  bear  me  to  my  dungeon  :  What  fo  fit 
As  darknefs,  chains,  and  death,  for  fuch  a  traitor? 
Ki  KG. 

Speak,  Demetrius. 

Anticonus. 

My  lord,  he  cannot  fpeak  ;  accept  his  tears — 
lnfiead  of  words. 

Perseus. 

.  His  tears  are  falfe  as  they — — 
Now,  with  fine  phrafe,  and  foppery  of  tongue. 

Mere  graceful  aftion,  and  a  fmoother  tone. 

That  orator  of  fable,  and  fair  face. 

Will  Heal  on  your  brib’d  hearts,  and,  as  you  liften. 
Plain  truth,  and  I,  plain  Per/eus ,  are  forgot. 

De- 
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Demetrius. 

My  Father  !  King  !  and  Judge  !  thrice  awful  power  ! 
Your  Son,  your  Subjedt,  and  your  Prifoner,  hear; 
Thrice  humble  flate  !  If  I  have  grace  of  fpeech, 
(Which  gives,  it  feems,  offence)  be  that  no  crime 
Which  oft  has  ferv’d  my  country,  and  my  king  : 

Nor  in  my  brother  let  it  paf9  for  virtue. 

That,  as  he  is,  ungracious  he  would  feem  : 

For,  oh  !  he  wants  not  art,  tho’  grace  may  fail  him.  : 
The  wonted  aids  of  thofe  that  are  accus’d. 

Has  my  accufer  feiz’d.  He  fhed  falfe  tears, 

That  my  true  forrows  might  fufpedted  Sow  : 

He  feeks  my  life,  and  calls  me  Murderer; 

And  vows  no  refuge  can  he  find  on  earth. 

That  /  may  want  it  in  a  father’s  arms ; 

Thofe  arms,  to  which  e’en  Grangers  fly  for  fafety0 
King, 

Speak  to  your  charge. 

Demetrius. 

He  charges  me  with  treafon ; 
If  I’m  a  traitor,  if  I  league  with  Rome , 

Why  did  his  zeal  forbear  me  till  this  hour  ? 

Was  treafon  then  no  crime,  till  (as  he  feigns) 

I  fought  his  life  ?  Dares  Perfeus  hold,  fo  much; 

His  father’s  welfare  cheaper  than  his  own  ? 

Lefs  caufe  have  I,  a  brother,  to  complain. 

He  fays,  I  wade  for  empire  through  his  blood  : 

He  fays,  I  place  my  confidence  in  Rome  : 

Why  murder  him,  if  Rome  will  crown  my  browi 
Will  then  a  fceptre,  dipt  in  brother’s  blood. 

Conciliate  love,  and  make  my  reign  fecure  ? 

M  2  Falfe 
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Falfe  are  both  charges ;  and  he  proves  them  falfe. 
By  placing  them  together. 

Antigonus. 

That’s  well  urg’d. 
Demetrius. 

Mark,  Sir,  how  Per/eus,  unawares,  abfolves  me 
From  guilt  in  all,  by  loading  all  with  guilt. 

Did  I  defign  him  poifon  at  my  feafl:  ? 

Why  then  did  I  provoke  him  in  the  held? 

That,  as  he  did,  he  might  refufe  to  come  ? 

When  angry  he  refus’d,  I  ihould  have  footh’d 
His  rous’d  refentment,  and  deferr’d  the  blew; 
Not  deftin’d  him  that  moment  to  my  fword. 
Which  I  before  inllructed  him  to  fhun. 

Thro’  fear  of  death,  did  he  decline  my  banquet  ? 
Could  I  expeft  admittance  then  at  his  ? 

Thefe  numerous  pleas  at  variance,  overthrow 
Each  other,  and  are  advocates  for  me. 

Perseus. 

No,  Sir ;  Pojihumius  is  his  advocate. 

King. 

Art  thou  afraid  that  I  fhould  hear  him  out  ? 

Demetrius. 

Quit  then  this  picture,  this  well-painted  fear, 

And  come  to  that,  which  touches  him  indeed. 
Why  is  Demetrius  not  defpis'd  of  all, 

His  fecond  in  endowments,  as  in  birth  ? 

How  dare  I  draw  the  thoughts  of  Macedon  ? 

How  dare  I  gain  efleem  with  foreign  powers  ? 
Efteem,  when  gain’d,  how  dare  I  to  preferve  ? 
Thefe  are  his  fecret  thoughts;  thefe  burn  within  ; 
Thefe  fting  up  accul'ations  in  his  foul ; 
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Turn  friendly  vifits  to  foul  fraud,  and  murder; 

And  pour  in  poifon  to  the  bowl  of  love. 

Merit  is  Trea/on  in  a  younger  brother. 

King. 

But  clear  your  conduft  with  regard  to  Rome. 

Demetrius. 

Alas !  dread  Sir,  I  grieve  to  find  fet  down. 

Among  my  crimes,  what  ought  to  be  my  praife. 

That  I  went  hoftage,  or  ambafiador. 

Was  Philip' s  high  command,  not  my  requeft  : 

Indeed,  when  there,  in  both  thofe  charadlers, 

I  bore  in  mind  to  whom  I  owe  my  birth  : 

Rome's  favour  follow’d.  If  it  is  a  crime 
To  be  regarded,  fpare  a  crime  you  caus’d  ; 

Caus’d  by  your  orders,  and  examples  too. 

True,  I’m  Rome's  friend,  while  Rome  is  your  ally  : 
When  not,  this  hoftage,  this  ambafiador, 

So  dear,  ftands  forth  the  fierceft  of  her  foes  ; 

At  your  command,  flies  fwift  on  wings  of  fire. 

The  native  thunder  of  a  father’s  arm. 

Antigonus. 

There  fpoke,  at  once,  the  Hero,  and  the  Son. 
Demetrius. 

To  clofe — To  thee,  I  grant,  fome  thanks  are  due  ; 

[Speaking  to  Perfens* 
Not  for  thy  kindnefs,  but  malignity  : 

Thy  charafter’s  my  friend,  though  thou  my  foe  : 
For,  fay,  whofe  temper  promifes  moft  guilt? 

Perfeus,  importunate,  demands  my  death  : 

I  do  not  alk  for  his :  Ah  !  no  ;  I  feel 
Too  pow’rful  nature  pleading  for  him  here  : 

But  were  there  no  fraternal  tie  to  bind  me, 
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A  fon  of  Philip  mull  be  dear  to  me. 

If  you,  my  father,  had  been  angry  with  me. 

An  elder  brother,  a  lefs  awe-ful  parent , 

He  Ihould  affwag'e  you,  he  lhculd  intercede, 

Soften  my  failings,  and  indulge  my  youth  : 

Eut  my  afylum  drops  its  character  ; 

I  find  not  there  my  refcue,  but  my  ruin. 

Perseus. 

His  bold  affurance - 

King. 

Do  not  interrupt  him ; 

Eut  let  thy  brother  finilh  his  defence. 

Demetrius. 

O  Perfeus!  how  I  tremble  as  I  fpeak  ! 

Where  is  a  brother’s  voice  ;  a  brother’s  eye  ? 

Where  is  the  melting  of  a  brother’s  heart  ? 

Where  is  our  aweful  father’s  dread  command  ! 

Where  a  dear,  dying  mother’s  laft  requell  f 
Forgot,  fcorn’d,  hated,  trodden  under  foot ! 

Thy  heart,  how  dead  to  ev’ry  call  of  nature  l 
Unfon’d!  unbrother’d  !  nay,  unhumaniz’d  ! 

.Far  from  affedlion,  as  thou’rt  near  in  blood  ! 

Oh  !  Perfeus,  Perfeus  ! — But  my  heart’s  too  full. 

[Falls  on  Antfgonus, 

King. 


Support  him. 


No  more ! 


Perseus. 

Vengeance  overtake  his  crimes. 
King. 


Antigonus. 

See,  from  his  hoary  brow,  he  wipes  the  dew. 
Which  agony  wrings  from  him. 


King. 
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King. 

Oh  !  my  friend, 

Thefe  boys  at  flrife,  like  JElna  s  ftruggling  flames, 
Convulflons  caufe,  and  make  a  mountain  (hake; 

Shake  Philip's  flrmnefs,  and  convulfe  his  heart; 

.And,  with  a  flery  flood  of  civil  war. 

Threaten  to  deluge  my  divided  land. 

I’ve  heard  them  both  ;  by  neither  am  convinc’d  : 

And  yet  Demetrius'  words  went  through  my  heart,— 

A  double  crime,  Demetrius ,  is  your  charge  ; 

Fondnefs  for  Rome,  and  hatred  to  your  brother. 

If  you  can  clear  your  innocence  in  one, 

’Twill  give  us  caufe  to  think  you  wrong’d  in  botli. 

Demetrius. 

How  Ihall  I  clear  it,  Sir  : 

Ki  KG, 

This  honed  man 

Deteils  the  Rcmatts :  If  you  wed  his  daughter, 

Rome's  foe  becomes  the  guardian  of  your  faith, 
Demetrius. 

I  told  you,  Sir,  when  I  return’d  from  Rome-— 

King. 

How — Doft  thou  want  an  abfolute  command  ? 

Your  Brother,  Father,  Country,  all  exaft  it. 

Antigonus.  [ Afede  to  Demetrius.] 

See  yonder  guards  at  hand,  if  you  refufe. 

Nay,  more  ;  a  father,  fo  diftrefs’d,  demands 
A  fon’s  compaffion,  to  becalm  his  heart. 

Oh !  Sir,  comply. 

D  emetrius.  \_Afide  to  Antigonus.] 

There !  there  !  indeed,  you  touch  me 
Befides,  if  I’m  confiij’d,  and  Ptr/eus  free, 

M  4  I  never. 
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I  never,  never,  ftiall  behold  her  more. - - 

Pardon,  ye  gods  !  an  artifice  forc’d  on  me. 

Dread  Sir,  your  fon  complies.  [7< e  the  king. 

DyMAS. 

Aftonifhment ! 

King. 

Strike  off  his  chains.  Nay,  Per/eus  too  is  fr.ee  : 

They  wear  no  bonds,  but  thofeof  duty,  now. 

Dymas,  go  thank  the  prince:  He  weds  your  daughter  j 
And  higheft  honours  pay  your  high  defert. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Dymas  ^/.-/Demetrius, 
Dymas. 

O,  Sir,  without  preemption,  may  I  dare 
To  lift  my  ravifh’d  thought  ? — — 

Demetrius. 

In  what  I’ve  done 

I  paid  a  duty  to  my  father’s  will : 

And  fet  you  an  example,  where  ’tis  due, 

Of  not  with-holding  yours. 

Dymas. 

My  duty,  Sir, 

To  you,  can  never  fail, 

Demetrius. 

Then,  Dymas^  I  requeft  thee, 
Go  feek  the  king,  and  fave  me  from  a  marriage 
My  brother  has  contriv’d,  in  artful  malice. 

To  make  me  lofe  my  Father,  or  my  Love. 

Go,  charge  the  juft  refufal  on  thyfelf. 

Dymas. 

"What  Philip  authorizes  me  to  wifh, 

You,  Sir,  may  difappoint :  But,  to  take  on  me 

The  load  of  the  refufal - 

Demetrius. 

Is  no  more  Thao, 
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Than  Dymas  owes  his  honour,  if  he’d  ihua 
The  natural  furmife,  that  he  concurr’d 
In  brewing  this  foul  treafon. 

Dymas. 

Sir,  the  king 

Knows  what  he  does ;  and  if  he  feeks  my  glory— 
Demetrius. 

In  a  degree  dekruftive  of  his  own, 

’Tis  yours  to  difappoint  him,  or  renounce 
Your  duty  to  your  king. 

Dymas. 

You’ll  better  tell  — — — 
Demetrius. 

Yes,  better  tell  the  king,  he  wounds  his  honour. 

By  lifting  up  a  minion  from  the  dull, 

And  mating  him  with  princes.  Ufe  your  power 
Againk  yourfelf :  Yes,  ufe  it,  like  a  man, 

Tn  l'erving  him  who  gave  it.  Thus  you’ll  make 
Indulgence,  jukice,  and  abfolve  your  maker. 

Though  kings  delight  in  raifing  what  they  love, 

Lefs  owe  they  to  themfelves,  than  to  the  throne  j 
Nor  mull  they  prokitute  its  majeky, 

To  fwell  a  fubjeft’s  pride,  howe’er  deferring. 

Dymas. 

What  the  king  grants  me - - 

Demetrius. 

Talk  not  of  a  grant : 

What  a  king  ought  net ,  that  he  cannot  give  ; 

And  what  is  more  than  meet  from  princes  bounty. 

Is  plunder,  not  a  grant.  Think  you,  his  honour 
A  perquikte  belonging  to  your  place, 

As  favourite  paramount  ?  Preferve  the  king 
M  5 
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From  doing  wrong,  though  wrong  is  done  for  you  ; 
And  Ihew,  ’tis  not  in  favour  to  corrupt  thee. 

Dvmas. 

I  fought  not,  Sir,  this  honour. 

Demetrius. 

But  would  take  it. 

'True  majefty’s  the  very  foul  of  kings; 

And  re&itude’s  the  foul  of  majefty  : 

If  mining  minions  fap  that  reditude, 

The  king  may  live,  but  majeily  expires  : 

And  he  that  leflens  majefty,  impairs 
That  juft  obedience  public  good  requires  ; 

Doubly  a  traitor,  to  the  Crown,  and  State. 

Dymas. 

Muft  I  refufe  what  Philip' s  pleas’d  to  give  ? 

Demetrius. 

Can  a  king  give  thee  more  than  is  his  Own? 

Know',  a  king’s  dignity  is  public  wealth  ; 

On  that  fubfifts  the  nation’s  fame,  and  power. 

Shall  fawning  ftycophants,  to  plump  themfelves, 

Eat  up  their  mailer,  and  dethrone  his  glory  ? 

What  are  fuch  wretches?  What,  but  vapours  foul, 
From  fens  and  bogs,  by  rcyal  beams  exhal’d, 

That  radiance  intercepting,  which  Ihould  chear 
The  land  at  large  ?  Hence  fubjedts  hearts  grow  cold. 
And  frozen  loyalty  forgets  to  flow' : 

But,  then ’tis  flipp’ry  Handing  for  th  t  minion: 

Stains  on  his  ermin,  to  their  royal  mafter 
Such  mifcreants  are  ;  not  jewels  in  his  crown. 

If  you  perflft,  Sir — But,  of  words,  no  more  ! 

To  me,  to  threat,  is  harder  than  to  do! 
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Dymas. 

Let  me  embrace  this  genuine  fon  of  Empire. 

When  the  debates  divide  the  doubtful  land. 

Should  I  not  know  the  prince  moll  lit  to  reign  ? 

I’ve  try’d  you,  as  an  eagle  tries  her  young. 

And  find,  your  dauntlefs  eye  is  fix’d  on  glory. 

I’ll  to  the  king,  and  your  commands  obey.  — 

We  mull  give  young  men  opiates  in  a  fever.  [. Ajide . 

Yes,  boy,  I  will  obey  thee,  to  thy  ruin. 

Erixene  lhall  llrike  thee  dead  for  this.  [ Exit  Dymas, 
Demetrius. 

Thefe  Statefmen  nothing  woo,  but  Gold  and  Power, 
I’m  a  bold  advocate  for  other  love  ; 

Though,  at  their  bar,  indidted  for  a  fool. 

When  reafon,  like  the  Ikilful  charioteer. 

Can  break  the  fiery  palfions  to  the. bit. 

And,  fpke  of  their  licentious  fallies,  keep 
The  radiant  track  of  glory  ;  palfions,  then, 

Are  aids  and  ornaments.  Triumphant  reafon. 

Firm  in  her  feat,  and  fwift  in  her  career. 

Enjoys  their  violence,  and,  fmiling,  thanks 
Their  formidable  flame,  for  high  renown. 

Take  then  my  foul,  fair  maid!  ’tis  wholly  thine  ; 
And  thence  I  feel  an  energy  divine. 

When  objedls,  worthy  praife,  our  hearts  approve, 
Each  virtue  grows  on  confecrated  love  : 

And,  fure,  foft  pafiion  claims  to  be  forgiv’n. 

When  love  of  beauty  is  the  love  of  heav’n, 

End  of  the  Third  Act. 
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ACT  X\r. 


Enter  Erixene  and  Delia. 


Erixene. 

3  r,|'*  IS  plain!  ’  tie  plain!  this  marriage  gains  her  father; 

JL  Hejoin’d  to  Rome  the  crown. Thy  words  were  true; 
He  wooes  the  diadem ;  that  diadem  which  I 
Defpis’d  for  him.  O,  how  unlike  our  loves  ! 

But  it  is  well ;  he  gives  me  my  revenge. 

Wed  Dymas’  daughter  !  What  a  fall  is  there  ? 

Not  the  world’s  empire  could  repair  his  glory. 
Delia. 

Madam,  you  can’t  be  mov’d  too  much  ! — Buf  why 
More  now  than  at  the  firft  ? 

Erixene. 

At  firft  I  doubted  t 

For  who,  that  lov’d  like  me,  could  have  believ’d  ? 

I  difbeliev’d  what  Pericles  reported  ; 

And  thought  it  Perfects ’  art  to  wound  our  loves. 

But  when  the  good  A?itigonus,  fworn  friend 
To  falfe  Demetrius,  when  bis  word  confirm’d  it. 

Then  paffion  took  me,  as  the  northern  blah 
An  autumn  leaf.  O  gods !  the  dreadful  whirl ! 

But,  while  I  fpeak,  he’s  with  her  ;  Laughs  and  plays  ; 
Mingles  his  dalliance  with  infuliing  mirth  ; 

To  this  new  goddefs  offers  up  my  tears ; 

Yes,  with  my  Ihame  and  torture,  wooes  her  love. 

I  fee,. 
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I  fee,  hear,  feel  it !  O  thefe  raging  fires ! 

Can  then  the  thing  we  fcorn  give  fo  much  pain  ? 
Delia. 

Madam,  thefe  tranfports  give  him  caufe  to  triumph  l 
Erixene. 

I  vent  my  grief  to  thee ;  he  ne’er  fhall  know  it. 

If  I  can’t  conquer,  I’ll  conceal  my  paffion  ; 

And  ftifle  all  its  pangs  beneath  difdain- 
Delia. 

The  greateft  minds  are  moil  relenting  too  : 

If  then  Demetrius  fhould  repent  his  crime — «— 
Erixene. 

If  Till  my  paffion  .burns.  It  fhall  burn  inward  : 

On  the  fierce  rack  in  filence  I’ll  expire. 

Before  one  figh  efcape  me - He  repent ! 

What  wild  extravagance  of  thought  is  thine  ? 

But  did  he  ?  Who  repents,  has  once  been  falfe  r 
In  love,  repentance  but  declares  our  guilt; 

And  injur’d  honour — fhall  exaft  its  due. 

In  vain  his  love,  nay  mine  fhould  groan  in  vain  ! 

Both  are  devoted.  Vengeance,  vengeance,  reigns  l 
Our  fir  ft  love  murder’d,  is  the  fharpeft  pang 
A  human  heart  can  feel. 

Delia. 

The  king  approaches. 
Enter  the  King,  &c. 

King. 

Madam,  at  length  we  fee  the  dawn  of  peace. 

And  hope  an  end  of  our  domeftic  jars. 

The  jealous  Perfeus  can  no  longer  fear 
Demetrius  is  a  Roman  ;  fince  this  day 
Makes  him  the  fon  of  Dymas,  Rente’s  worft  foe. 

Erixene. 
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Erixene. 

Already,  Sir,  I’ve  heard,  and  heard  with  joy, 

Th’  important  news. 

King. 

To  make  our  blifs  run  o’er. 
You,  Madam,  will  complete  what  heav’n  begins ; 
And  fave  the  love  lick  Perjeus  from  deipair  ; 

That  marriage  would  leave  Rome  without  pretence 
To  touch  our  conquell ;  and  for  ever  join 
To  thefe  dominions  long-difputed  Thrace, 

Enter  Dymas, 

Erixene. 

Though  Thrace  by  conquell:  Hoops  to  Macedont 
I  know  my  rank,  and  would  preferve  its  due. 

With  meditated  coldnefs  have  I  heard 
Prince  Perfeus ’  vows ;  unwilling  to  confent. 

Before  rellor’d  to  my  forefathers  throne. 

Left  that  confent  fhould  merit  little  thanks. 

As  flowing  lefs  from  choice  than  your  command : 
But  ftnce  the  Roman  pride  will  find  account 
In  my  perfifting  Hill ;  and  Philip  fuffer ; 

I  quit  the  lofty  thought  on  which  I  Hood, 

And  yield  to  your  requelt. 

King. 

Indulgent  gods ! 

Bleft  moment  How  will  this  with  tranfport  iill 
The  doubtful  Perfeus ,  after  years  of  pain  ? 

Dymas. 

My  lord,  I’ve  heard  what  paft,  and  give  you  joy 
Of  Perfeus ’  nuptials,  which  your  Hate  requires  : 

But  for  Demetrius'-  think  of  thole  no  more. 

Far  from  accepting  fuch  a  load  of  glory, 
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I  bring,  I  bring,  my  lord,  this  forfeit  head 
Due  to  my  bold  refufal. 

Ki  NC. 

Dares  the  boy 

Fall  from  hispromife  ;  and  impofe  on  thee 
Ford'd  difobedience  to  my  royal  pleafure  ? 

D  V  M  A  S  . 

No,  my  mod  honour’d  lord,  there,  there’s  my  crime : 
Fond  of  the  maid,  with  ardour  he  prefs’d  on  : 

But  ihould  I  dare  pollute  his  blood  with  mine  ? 

But  you,  Sir,  authorize  it — Hill  more  bafe. 

To  wrong  a  mailer  fo  profufely  kind. 

King. 

That  man  is  noble  on  whom  Philip  fmiles. 

Come,  come,  there’s  fomething  more  in  this— explain. 
Dymas. 

Why  am  I  forc’d  on  this  ungrateful  office  ? 

Yet  can’t  I  tell  you  more  than  fame  has  told  ; 

Which  fays  Demetrius  is  in  league  with  Rome. 

Why  weds  ambition  then  an  humble  maid, 

But  to  gain  me  to  treafon  ?  What  then  follows  ? 
They’ll  fay  the  fubtile  ftatefman  plann’d  this  marriage. 
To  raife  his  blood  into  his  mailer’s  throne. 

No,  Sir,  preferve  my  fame  ;  let  life  fuffice. 

Pericles. 

Sir,  your  ambaffadors  arriv’d  from  Rome— 

[ Prefents  a  letter . 

King. 

Hal  I  mult  read  it —this  will  tell  me  more. 

[After  reading  it. 
O  princefs  I 
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O  princefs !  now  our  only  comfort  flows 
From  your  indulgence  to  my  better  fon. 

This  dreadful  news  precipitates  my  wifh. 

To  keep  rapacious  Rome  from  feizing  Thrace, 

You  cannot  wed  too  foon  :  My  fair  ally  ! 

What  if  you  blefs  me,  and  my  fon,  to-morrow  ? 
Erixene. 

Since  you  requeft,  and  your  affairs  demand  it. 
Without  a  blufli — I  think  I  may  comply. 

King. 

O  daughter  !  but  no  more — The  gods  will  thank  you  ! 
I  go  to  blefs  my  Perfeus  v/ith  the  news. 

Dymas.' 

Thus  the  boy’s  dead  in  Empire,  and  in  Love. 

[Exeunt  King,  Dymas, 
Erixene. 

I  triumph !  I’m  reveng’d  1  I  reign  !  I  reign  ! 

Nor  thank  Demetrius'  treafon  for  a  crown. 

Love  is  our  own  caufe,  honour  is  the  godo. 

I  can  be  glorious  without  happinefs ; 

But  without  glory  never  can  be  bleft.  — — 

Delia. 

’Tis  well  ;  but  can  you  wed  the  man  you  fcorn  ? 
Erixene. 

Wed  any  thing  for  vengeance  on  the  perjur’d. 

I’ll  now  infult  him  from  an  higher  fphere  : 

This  unexpefied  turn  may  gall  his  pride. 

Whate’er  has  pangs  for  him,  has  charms  for  me. 
Delia. 

A  rooted  love  is  fcarce  fo  foon  remov’d. 

Erixene. 

If  not,  the  greater  virtue  to  controul  it  ; 

And  ftrike  at  his  heart,  though  ’tis  through  my  own. 

Delia. 
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Delia. 

I  can’t  but  praife  this  triumph  ;  yet  I  dread 
The  combat  Hill.  And  fee,  the  foe  draws  near. 


Enter  Demetrius. 


Erixene  f 


Demetrius. 

Erixene. 


My  Lord ! 

Demetrius. 

My  pale  cheek  fpeaks. 

My  trembling  limbs  prevent  my  faltering  tongue^ 
And  aik  you - - 

Erixene. 

What,  my  Lord  i 
Demetrius. 

My  Lord? — Her  eyes 

Confirm  it  true,  and  yet,  without  a  crime, 

I  can’t  believe  it.  O  Erixene 
Erixene. 

I  guefs  your  meaning,  Sir,  but  am-  furpriz’d 
That  Dymas'  fon  Ihould  think  of  aught  I  do. 
Demetrius. 

Falfe  are  my  fenfes !  falfe  both  ear  and  eye  { 

All,  all  be  rather  falfe  than  her  I  love ! 

Erixene. 

She  pall  not,  Sir,  this  way. 

Demetrius. 

Is  then  my  pain 

Your  fport  ?  And  can  Erixene  pretend 
Herfelf  deceiv’d,  by  what  deceiv’d  the  king? 

An  artifice  made  ufe  of  for  your  fake  ; 

A  proof,  not  violation,  of  my  love. 


Erixene.. 
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Erixene. 

I  thought  not  of  your  love,  nor  artifice  : 

Both  were  forgot ;  or  rather,  never  known. 

But  without  artifice  I  tell  you  this ; 

Your  brother  lays  his  fceptre  at  my  feet. 

And  whofe  example  bids  my  heart  refill 
The  charms  of  empire  ? 

Demetrius. 

This  is  woman’s  fkill: 

You  ceafe  to  love,  and  from  my  conduct  ftrive 
To  labour  an  excufe.  For  if  indeed 
You  thought  me  falfe,  had  you  been  thus  ferene. 
Calm,  and  unruffled?  No  ;  my  heart  fays,  No. 
Paffions,  if  great,  though  turn’d  to  their  reverfe. 

Keep  their  degree,  and  are  great  paffions  Hill. 

And  lhe  who,  when  Ihe  thinks  her  lover  falfe. 

Retains  her  temper,  never  lofc  her  heart. 

Erixene. 

That  I’m  ferene,  fays  not  I  never  lov’d. 

Indeed  the  vulgar  float  as  paffion  drives  ; 

But  noble  minds  have  reafon  for  their  queen. 

While  you  delerv’d,  my  paffion  was  fincere  ; 

You  change,  my  paffion  dies.  But  pardon,  Sir, 

If  my  vain  mind  thinks,  anger  is  too  much  : 

Take  my  negledt ;  I  can  afford  no  more. 

Demetrius. 

No  :  rage  !  flame  !  thunder  !  give  a  thoufand  deaths ! 
Oh  !  refcue  me  from  this  more  dreadful  calm  ! 

This  curff  indifference  !  which  like  a  froft 
In  northern  feas,  out-does  the  fiercelt  florm. 
Commanded  by  my  father  to  c<  mply, 

I  feign’d  obedience; — Had  I  then  refus’d— 


Erixene. 
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Erixene. 

I  grant  the  confequence  had  been  moll  dreadful ! 
I  grant  that  Dymas'  daughter  had  been  angry. 

De  METRIUS, 

Aik  Dymfs  with  what  rage--— 

Erixene. 


To  be  refused. 


You  well  might  rage, 


Demetrius. 

Refus’d  ? 

Erixene. 

He  told  your  fecret  ; 
The  king,  and  I,  and  all  the  court  can  witnefs. 
Demetrius. 

Refus’d  !  falfe  villain !  O  the  perjur’d  Have ! 
Hell-born  impoftor  !  Madam,  ’tis  moil  falfe  1 
Warm  from  my  heart  is  every  word  I  fpeak  ! 

The  villain  lies  !  Believe  the  pangs  that  rend  me  ; 
Believe  the  witnefs  ftreaming  from  my  eyes, 

And  let  me  fpeak  no  more. 

Erixene. 


I  do  believe 

Your  grief  lincere.  I’ve  heard  the  maid  is  fair. 
Demetrius. 

Proceed  ;  and  thus  indeed  commit  that  crime 
You  falfely  charge  on  me.  The  crown  has  charm’d  you. 
How  warm  this  morning  did  you  prefs  my  flight? 
The  caufe  is  plain  :  An  outrag’d  lover’s  groan. 

And  dying  agony,  moleft  your  ear. 

And  hurt  the  mufic  of  a  nuptial  fong. 

Erixene. 

Since  your  ineonjlancy  perflfts  to  charge 
Its  crime  on  my  ambition ,  I’ll  be  kind. 

And 
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And  leave  you  in  pofteflion  of  an  error. 

Of  which  you  feem  fo  fond. 

Demetrius. 

Ah!  Hay  one  moment! 

Enter  Perseus  and  Pericles. 

Perseus. 

Erixsne  ! 

Demetrius. 

DiftrafUon !  [Starting.] 

Erixene. 

’Tis  well  tim’d. 

My  lord,  your  brother  doubts  if  I’m  fincere. 

And  thinks  (an  error  natural  to  him) 

I’ll  break  my  vow  to  you — You’ll  clear  my  fame, 

And  labour  to  convince  him,  that  to-morrow, 

Erixene' s  at  once  a  bride  and  queen. 

[Exit  Erixene.. 

Perseus. 

When  I  have  work’d  him  up  to  violence, 

Bring  thou  the  king,  and  pity  my  diftrefs. 

[T 1  Pericles,  <ivho  goes  oui» 
Demetrius. 

On  what  Extremes  extreme  diftrefs  impels  me  ? 

In  things  impoffible  I  put  my  truft  ; 

I,  in  my  only  brother,  find  a  foe  ; 

Yet  in  my  rival,  hope  the  greateft  friend. 

When  all  our  hopes  are  lodg’d  in  fuch  expedients, 

’Tis  as  if  poifon  were  our  only  food  ; 

And  death  was  call’d  on  as  the  guard  of  life. 
Perseus* 

Why  doll  thou  droop  ? 


Deme 


26  I 


A  TRAGEDY. 

Demetrius. 

Bccaufe  I’m  dead  :  quite  dead 
To  hope  ;  and  yet  rebellious  to  defpair  ; 

Like  ghods  unblefs’d,  that  burd  the  bars  of  death. 
Strange  is  my  conduct  ? — Stranger  my  diftrefs ; 
Beyond  example  both  !  Who  e’er  before  me 
Prefs’d  his  word  foe,  to  prove  his  trued  friend  ? 

But  though  thou’rt  not  my  Brother,  thou’rt  a  Man ; 
And,  if  a  man,  compafiionate  the  word 
That  man  can  feel ;  though  found  that  word  in  me. 
Perseus. 

What  would’d  ? 

Demetrius. 

Unclinch  thy  talons  from  thy  prey; 
Let  the  dove  fly  to  this  her  ned  again.  {Striking  his 
For,  oh  !  the  maid’s  unalienably  mine,  hreaji . 

Though  now  thro’  rage  run  mad,  and  turn’d  to  thee. 
How  often  have  I  languifh’d  at  her  feet  ? 

Balk’d  in  her  eye,  and  revell’d  in  her  fraile  ? 

How  often,  as  fhe  liden’d  to  my  vows. 

Trembling  and  pale  with  agonies  of  joy. 

Have  I  left  earth,  and  mounted  to  the  flars  ? 
Perseus. 

There  Dymas ’  daughter  Ihone  above  the  red, 

Illudrious  in  thy  fight. 

Demetrius. 

Thy  taunt,  how  falfe  ! — — 
I  no  lefs  prefs  your  int’red  than  my  own. 

Think  you  ’tis  poflible  her  heart,  fo  long 
Inclin  d  to  me,  the  price  of  all  my  vows, 

Purchas  d  by  tears  and  groans,  and  paid  me  down 
i  In  tendered  returns  cf  love  divine, 

!  Can  in  one  day  be  yours  ? - Impcffible  ! 

Ferseus. 
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Ferseus. 

If  I’m  deceiv’d,  I’m  pleas’d  with  the  deceit. 

How  mv  heart  dances  in  the  golden  dream  ! 

In  pity  do  not  wake  me  till  to-morrow. 

Demetrius. 

Then  thou’It  wake  diftradled. — Trull;  me,  brother! 
She  gives  her  hand  alone. 

Perseus. 

Nor  need  I  more  ; 

That  hand’s  enough  that  brings  a  fceptre  in  it. 

I  fcorn  a  prince  who  weds  with  meaner  views. 

Her  duty’s  mine,  and  I  conceive  fmall  pain 
From  your  fweet  error,  that  her  love  is  yours. 

T’m  pleas’d  fueh  cordial  thoughts  of  your  own  merit 
Support  you  in  diftrefs. 

Demetrius. 

Inhuman  Perfeus ! 

If  pity  dwells  within  the  heart  of  man, 

If  due  that  pity  to  the  laft  diftrefs, 

Pity  a  lover  exquifitely  pain’d  ; 

A  lover  exquifitely  pain’d  by  you. 

Oh  !  in  the  name  of  all  the  gods,  relent ! 

Give  me  my  princefs !  give  her  to  my  throes ! 
Amidft  a  thoufandyca  may  chufe  a  Love  ; 

The  fpacious  earth  contains  but  one  for  me. - 

But  oh  !  I  rave  :  Art  thou  not  he,  the  man 
Who  drinks  my  groans  like  mufic  at  his  ear  ? 

And  would  as  wine,  as  nedtar,  drink  my  blood? 

Are  ail  my  hopes  of  mercy  lodg’d  in  thee  ? 

O  rigid  gods !  and  lhall  I  then  fall  down  ! 

Embrace  thy  feet,  and  bathe  them  with  my  tears  ? 
Yes,  I  will  drown  thee  with  my  tears,  my  blood, 
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So  thou  afford  a  humaa  ear  to  pangs, 

A  brother’s  pangs,  a  brother’s  broken  heart. 

Perseus. 

Pardon,  Demetrius ,  but  the  princefs  calls. 

And  I  am  bound  to  go. 

De  METRIUS. 

O  flay.  \Layivg  hold  of  him . 
Perseus. 

You  tremble. 

Demetrius. 

The  princefs  calls,  and  you  are  bound  to  go  ? 
Perseus. 

E’en  fo. 

Demetrius. 

What  princefs  ? 

Perseus. 

Mine*. 

Demetrius. 

’Tis  falfe. 

Perseus. 

Unhand  me.. 

Demetrius. 

What,  fee,  talk,  touch,  nay  tafte  her ;  like  a  bee 
Draw  honey  from  her  wounded  lip,  while  I 
Am  flung  to  death  ! 

Perseus. 

The  triumph  once  was  your’s. 
Demetrius. 

Rip  up  my  breafl,  or  you  ihall  never  ftir. 

My  heart  may  vifit  her  !  O  '  take  it  with  you. 

Have  I  not  feen  her,  where  Ihe  has  not  been  ? 

I  Have  I  not  clafpM  her  fliadow  r  Trod  her  fteps  ? 
Tranfported  trod  !  as  if  they  led  to  heaven  ! 


Each 
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Each  morn  my  life  I  lighted  at  her  eye. 

And,  ev’ry  evening,  at  its  clofe,  expir’d.— 

[  Burjis  into  tears . 

Perseus. 


v  ie !  thoa’rt  a  Reman  ;  can  a  Roman  weep  ? 

^  ure  Alexander's  helmet  can  fuftain 

Ear  heavier  ftrokes  than  thefe.  For  fhame,  Demetrius , 

E’en  fnatch  up  the  next  Sabin  in  thy  way, 

’Twill  do  as  well.  [Going* 

Demetrius. 

By  heaven,  you  fhall'not  ftir. 

Long  as  I  live,  I  Hand  a  world  between  you. 

And  keep  you  difiant  as  the  poles  afunder. 

Who  takes  my  love,  in  mercy  takes  my  life ; 

Thy  bloody  pafs  cleave  through  thy  brother’s  break. 

I  beg,  I  challenge,  I  provoke  my  death. 

[His  band  upon  his  f~ucord. 
Enter  King  WDymas. 

Perseus. 

You  will  not  murder  me  ? 

.  Demetrius. 

Yes,  you  and  all. 

King. 

How  like  a  tyger  foaming  o’er  his  prey  !- - 

Perseus. 

Now,  Sir,  believe  your  eye,  believe  your  ear, 

And  Hill  believe  me  perjur’d,  as  this  morning. 

King. 

Heav’n’s  wrath’s  exhaufted,  there’s  no  more  to  fear. 
My  darling  fon  found  criminal  in  all.  ■ 

Demetrius. 

That  villain  there  to  biaft  me  !  Yes,  I’ll  fpeak  ; 

For  what  have  I  to  fear,  who  feel  the  work  ? 
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JTis  time  the  truth  were  known.  That  villain,  Sir, 
Has  cleft  my  heart,  and  laughs  to  fee  it  bleed  ; 

But  his  confeflion  fhall  redeem  my  fame, 

And  re-inthrone  me  in  my  princefs’  fmile  ; 

Or  I’ll  return  that  falfe  embrace  he  gave  me. 

And  ftab  him  in  your  fight. 

King. 

Hold,  infolent ! 

Where’s  your  refpett  to  me  ? 

Demetrius. 

O  royal  Sir ! 

That  has  undone  me.  Thro’  refpefl  I  gave 

A  feign’d  corrfent,  which  his  black  artifice 

Has  turn’d  to  my  -defiru&ion.  I  refus’d 

That  Have’s, thatcurfed  Have’s,  thatftatefman’s  daughter. 

And  he  pretends  Hie  was  refus’d  by  him. 

Hence,  hence,  this  defolation.  Nought  I  fear, 

Tho'  Nature  groan  her  laft.  And  HiSll  he  then 
Efcape  and  triumph  ? 

King. 

Guards  there !  feize  the  prince  ! 
The  man  you  menace  you  fhall  learn  to  fear. 

\He  is  /siz'd. 


Dymas. 

Hold,  Sir  !  not  this  for  me  l  It  is  your  fon : 
What  is  my  life,  thp’  pour’d  upon  your  feet  ? 
King. 

Is  this  a  fon  ? 


Demetrius. 

No,  Sit- ;  my  crime’s  too  great. 
Which  dares  to  vindicate  a  father’s  honour. 

To  catch  the  glories  of  a  falling  crown, 

And  Have  it  from  pollution.  But  I’ve  done. 

Vol.  II.  N 


I  die 
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I  die,  unlefsmy  princefsisreftor’d ;  [Pointing  to  Dyma3. 
And  if  I  die,  by  heav’n  and  earth,  and  hell ! 

His  fordid  blood  lhall  mingle  with  the  dad  ; 

And  fee  if  thence  ’twill  mount  into  the  throne. 

O  Sir  !  think  of  it  !  I’ll  expeft  my  fate.  [Exit  Dem. 
King. 

And  thou  lhalt  have  it. 

Dymas. 

How,  my  Lord  ;  in  tears  i 
King. 

As  if  the  gods  came  down  in  evidence  ! 

How  many  fudden  rays  of  proof  concur 
To  my  convidtion  ?  Was  ever  equal  boldnefs  ? 

But  ’tis  no  wonder  from  a  brother- king  ; 

[Produces  the forg' d letter. 
This  king  of  Thrace — To-morrow  he’ll  be  king 

Of  Macedon. - He  therefore  dies  to-night. 

Perseus.  [AJide  to  Dymas.] 
And  yet  I  doubt  it ;  for  I  know  his  fondnefs. 

Thou  pradlife  well  the  leffon  I  have  taught  thee9 
While  I  put  on  a  i'olemn  face  of  woe, 

Affiidted  for  a  brother’s  early  fall..  _ — 

Heaven  knows  with  what  regret. - But,  Sir,  your 

fafety — Prcfenting  the  mandate  for  Demetrius’  death . 
King. 

What  giv’il  thou  here  ? 

Dymas. 

Your  paflport  to  renown. 
You  fign  your  apotheofis  in  that. 

What  icales  the  Ikies,  but  zeal  for  public  good  ? 

Perseus. 


How  god-like  mercy  ? 


Dymas. 
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Dymas. 

Mercy  to  mankind. 

By  treafon  aw’d. 

King.  [To  Perfeus.] 

Muft  then  thy  brother  bleed  ? 
[Dymas feeming  at  a  lofs,  Perfeus  nuhifpers  him, 
and  gives  a  letter. 

Dymas.  {Looking  on  the  letter. 

No,  Sir  ;  the  king  of  Thrace. 

King. 

Why  that  is  true— 
Yet  who,  if  not  a  father,  fhould  forgive  ? 

Dymas. 

Who,  Sir,  if  not  a  Philip,  fhould  be  jud  ? 

King.  [To  Dymas.] 

Is’tnot  my  fon  ? 

Dymas. 

If  not,  far  lefs  his  guilt. 

King.  [To  Perfeus.] 

Is  not  my  other  Perfeus  ? 

Perseus. 

Sir,  I  thank  you  ; 

That  feeks  your  crown,  and  life. 

King. 

And  life  ? 

Dtmas. 

No,  Sir; 

He’ll  only  take  your  crown ;  you  dill  may  live. 

King. 

Heav’nblaft  thee  for  that  thought  ! 

Perseus. 

Why  {hakes  my  father  ? 

King. 

It  dabs,  it’gnaws,  it  harrows  up  nv;  foul. 

N  2  Ts 
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Is  lie  not  young  ?  Was  he  not  much  indulg’d  f 
Gall’d  by  his  brother  ?  Doubted  by  his  father? 
Tempted  by  Rome  ?  A  nation  to  a  boy  ? 

Dymas. 

O  a  mere  infant-  -—that  depofes  kings. 

King. 

No;  once  he  fav’d  my  crown, 

Dymas. 

And  now  would  wear  it. 
King. 

How  my  head  fwiras ! 

Perseus. 

Nor  ftrange  ;  the  talk  is  hard. 
Dymas. 

Yet  fcarce  for  him.  Brutus  was  but  a  Roman  : 

[Speaking  as  if  be  •would  not  have  the  king  hear. 
Yet  like  a  Philip  dar’d ;  and  is  immortal. 

King. 

I  hear  thee,  Dytnas  ;  give  me  then  the  mandate. 

[  Going  to  flgn,  he  flops  Jhort . 
Dymas. 

No  wonder  if  his  mother  thus  had  paus’d. 

Perseus.  [ Aflded\ 

Rank  cankers  on  thy  tongue  ;  why  mention  her  ? 
King. 

O  gods !  I  fee  her  now  ;  what  am  I  doing  ? 

[Throws  away  the  flyh. 

I  fee  her  dying  eye  let  fall  a  tear 

Tr.  favour  of  Demetrius. - Shall  I  ftab 

Her  lovely  image  ftampt  on  ever/  feature  ? 

Dymas. 

His  foul  efcap’d  it,  Sir. 

King. 

Thou  ly’il  ;  begone. 

[Ferfeus  and  Dymas  in  great  confuflon ;  Perfeus  •whif- 
pers  Dymasr  Dymas. 
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Dr  mas.  [Ajide,  to  Perfeus. 

True;  that,  or  nought,  will  touch  him. 

If,  Sir,  your  mercy- -  [To  the  king . 

Perseus. 

O  fpeak  on  of  mercy  ; 
M«rcy,  the  darling  attribute  of  heav’n. 

Dymas. 

If  you  Jhould  fpare  him — 

King. 

What  if  I  Jhould  fpare  him  ? 
Dymas. 

I  dare  not  fay — Your  wrath  again  might  rife. 

King. 

Yes,  if  thou’rt  filent — What  if  I  Jhould  fpare  him  ? 
Dymas. 

Why  if  you  Jhould — proud  Rome  would  thank  you  for  it. 

King. 

Rome  ! — Her  applaufe  more  Ihocks  me  than  his  death. 

O  thou,  death’s  orator  !  dread  advocate 
for  bow-ellefs  feverity  !  affift 
My  trembling  hand,  as  thou  had.  fteel’d  my  heart; 
And  if  it  is  guilt  in  me,  fhare  the  guilt. 

He’s  dead.  [£/g->?r.]  And  if  I  bloc  it  with  one  tear3 
Perjeus,  though  lefs  affedled,  will  forgive  me. 
Perseus. 

Forgive  !  Sir,  I  applaud,  and  wilh  my  forrovv 
Was  mild  enough  to  weep. 

[The  King  going  out,  meets  Demetrius  in  mourning , 
introduced  by  Antigonus.  eTheYTvs\g>Jl arts  back, 
and  drops  on  Dymas.  Recovering,  Jpeahs . 

King. 

This,  Fate,  is  thy  tenth  wave,  and  quite o’erwhelms  me. 
It  lefs  had  Ihock’d  me,  had  I  met  his  ghoft. 

This  is  a  plot  to  lentence  me  to  death. 

N  3 


What 
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What  haft  thou  done*  my  mortal  foe  !  thrown  bars 

\To  Antigonus 

Athwart  my  glory  ?  but  thy  fcheme  ftiall  fail. 

As  rufhing  torrents  fweep  th’  obftru&ed  mound. 

So  Philip  meets  this  mountain  in  his  way. 

Yet  keeps  his  purpofe  ftill. 

[Perfeus  and  Pericles  nxihifper  ajlde. 
Pericles. 

I  can’t  but  fear  it. 
Perseus. 

I  grant  the  danger  great ;  yet  don’t  defpair  : 

Jo*ve  is  again  ft  thee,  Perfeus  on  thy  fide. 

Antigonus. 

The  prince,  dread  Sir,  low  on  his  bended  knee - - 

King. 


This  way,'  Antigonus. — Do’ft  mark  his  bloom  ? 

Grace. in  his  afpefl,  grandeur  in  his  mien  ? 

Antigonus. 

I  do. 

King. 

5Tis  falfe  ;  take  a  king’s  word.— He’s  dead.— 
That  darling  of  my  foul  would  ftab  me  fleeping. 
How  dar’ft  thou  ftart  ?  Art  thou  the  traitor’s  father  ? 

If  thou  art  pale,  what  is  enough  for  me  ? - 

How  his  grave  yawns:  Oh  !  that  it  was  my  own. 

Antigonus. 

Mourn  not  the  guilty. 

King. 

No  ;  he’s  innocent ; 

Death  pays  his  debt  to  juftice  ;  and  that  done, 

I  grant  him  ftill  my  fon  ;  as  fuch  I  love  him  : 

Yes,  and  will  claip  him  to  my  breaft,  while  yet 
His  clay  is  warm,  nor  moulders  at  my  touch. 

Perseus. 
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-  Perseus.  [Jjide.] 

A  curfe  on  that  embrace. 

Dymas. 

Nay  worfe  ;  he  weeps. 

King. 

Poor  boy,  be  not  deceiv’d  by  my  compaffion  ; 

My  tears  are  cruel,  and  I  groan  thy  death. 

Demetrius. 

And  am  I  then  to  die  ?  If  death’s  decreed. 

Stab"  me  yourfelf,  nor  give  me  to  the  knife 
Of  midnight  ruffians,  that  have  forg’d  my  crimes. 

For  you  I  beg,  for  you  I  pour  my  tears ; 

You  are  deceiv’d,  dilhonour’d ;  I  am  only  flain. 

Oh !  Father — 

King. 

Father? — There’s  no  father  here  ; 
Forbear  to  wound  me  with  that  tender  name  ; 

Nor  raife  all  nature  up  in  arms  againft  me. 

Demetrius. 

My  Father  !  Guardian!  Friend!  nay,  Deity! 

What  lefs  than  gods  give  being,  life,  and  death  i 
My  dying  mother - 

King. 

Hold  thy  peace,  I  charge  thee. 
Demetrius. 

Preffing  your  hand,  and  bathing  it  with  tears, 
Bequeath’d  your  tenaernefs  for  her  to  me  ; 

And,  low  on  earth,  my  legacy  I  claim, 

Clafping  your  knee,  though  banifh’d  from  your  breaffi. 
King. 

My  knees ! — Would  that  were  all  ;  he  grafps  my  heart. 
Perfeus,  canft  thou  Hand  by  and  fee  me  ruin’d  ? 

[Reaching  his  hand  to  Perfeus. 
N  4  Perseus, 
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Perseus. 

Loofe,  lo6fc  thy  hold. — It  is  my  father  too. 

King. 

Yes,  Mace  don,  and  thine,  and  I’ll  preferve  thee. 
Demetrius. 

Wh©  once  before  preferv’d  it  from  the  Thracian? 
And  who,  at  Thrafymene  turn’d  the  lifted  bolt 
From  Philip's  hoary  brow  ? 

King. 

I’ll  hear  no  more. 

O  Perfeus  /  Dymas  !  Pericles  !  affift  me, 

Unbind  me,  dilinchant  me,  break  this  charm 
Of  Nature,  that  accomplice  with  my  foes ; 

Rend  me,  O  rend  me,  from  the  friend  of  Rome. 
Perseus. 

Nay  then,  howe’er  reluttant,  aid  I  mufl. 

The  friend  of  Rome? — That  fevers  you  for  ever; 
Though  moll  incorporate  and  ftrongly  kniti 
As  lightning  rends  the  knotted  oak  afunder. 

Demetrius. 

In  fpite  of  lightning,  I  renew  the  tie  ; 

And  ftubborn  is  the  grafp  of  dying  men. 

Who’s  he  that  lhall  divide  me  from  myfelf  ? 

[Demetrius  is  fore  d from  the  King’/  knees,  on  which; 
Jtarting  up,  he  flings  his  arms  round  his  father. 

Still  of  a  piece  with  him  from  whom  I  grew. 

I’ll  bleed  on  my  afylum,  dart  my  foul 
In  this  embrace,  and  thus  my  treafon  crown. 

King. 

Who  love  yourfelves-,  or  Macedon,  or  me, 

From  the  curs’d  *  Eagle's  talons  wrench  my  crown  ; 


*  The  Roman  enlign. 
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And  this  barb’d  arrow  from  my  breaft — ’Tis  done; 

[Forc’d  a/under . 

And  the  blood  gullies  after  it. - 1  faint. 

Dymas. 

Support  the  king. 

Perseus. 

While  treafon  licks  the  dull. 
[Pointing  at  Demetrius,  fallen  in  the  ftruggh*. 
Dymas. 

A  field  well  fought.  - 

Perseus. 

And  juftice  has  prevail'd* 


King. 

O  that  the  traitor  could  conceal  the  font 
Farewel,  once  bell  belov’d  !  Hill  moll  deplor’d ! 
fie,  he  who  dooms  thee,  bleeds  upon  thy  tomb. 

[Exit  Ki^x’  C» 

Demetrius. 

Proltrate  on  thee,  my  mother  earth,  be  thou 
Kinder  than  brother,  or  than  father;  open 
And  fave  me  in  thy  bofom  from  my — Friends  : 
Friends,  fworn  to  walh  their  hands  in  gniltlefs  tears* 
And  quench  infernal  third  in  kindred  blood; 

As  if  relation  fever’d  human  hearts. 

Or  that  dellruflion  was  the  child  of  love. 

Perseus. 

Farewel,  young  traitor;  if  they  a(k  below. 

Who  fent  thee  beardlefe  down,  fay,  Honeji  Perfeus  ? 
Whom  reafon  fways,  not  inllinft ;  who  can  llrike 
At  horrid  parricide,  and  flagrant  treafon, 

Though  through  a  bofom  dearer  than  his  own. 
Think’ll  thou  my  tender  heart  can  hate  a  brother  ? 
The  and  Per  feus  war  with  nought  but  guilt. 
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But  I  muft  go.  .What,  Sir,  your  laft  commands 
To  your  Erixene?  She  chides  my  day.  [Exit  Perfeus. 
Demetrius, 

Without  the  token  of  a  brother’s  love. 

He  could  not  part;  my  death  was  not  enough  -  — - 

I  came  for  mercy,  and  I  find  it  here  : - - — 

And  death  is  mercy,  fince  my  love  is  loft. 

Alas !  my  father  too  ;  my  heart  achs  for  him  : 

And  Perfeus, —  fain  would  I  forgive  e’en  thee: 

But  Philip’s  fufferings  cry  too  loud  againft  it. 

Blind  author,  and  fure  mourner  of  my  death  ! 

Father  moft  dear  !  what  pangs  haft  thou  to  come  ? 
Like  that  poor  wretch  is  thy  unhappy  doom, 

Who,  while  in  fleep  his  fever’d  fancy  glows, 

Draws  his  keen  fword,  and  fheathes  it  in  his  foes; 
But,  waking,  ftarts  spright,  in  wild  furprize, 

To  feel  warm  blood  glide  round  him  as  he  lies ; 
To  fee  his  reeking  hands  in  crimfon  dy’d, 

And  a  pale  corfe  extended  by  his  fide  : 

He  views  with  horror,  what  mad  dreams  have  done. 
And  finks,  heart-broken,  on  a  murder’d  fon. 


End  ef  the  Fourth  Act. 

4' ‘9- -1!1  5- 

A  C  T  Y. 
SCENE  I. 

King,  Posthum ius,  meeting. 

Post  hum  1  us. 

7  E,  in  behalf  of  our  allies,  O  King! 

Call’d  on  thee  yefterday,  to  clear  thy  glory; 

r  Nor 
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Nor  wonder  now  that  Philip  is  unjuft 
To  ftrangers,  who  has  murder’d  his  own  Ton. 

Kinc. 

’Tis  falfe. 

POSTHUMIUS. 

No  thanks  to  Philip  that  he  fled. 

King. 

A  traitor  is  no  fon. 

POSTHUMIUS. 

Heav’n’s  vengeance  on  me, 

If  he  refus’d  not  yefterday  thy  crown, 

Though  Life  and  Love  both  brib’d  him  to  comply. 
King. 

See  there.  {Gives  the  letter* 

POSTHUMIUS. 

’Tis  not  the  conful’s  hand,  or  feah. 

King. 

You’re  his  accomplices. 

POSTHUMIUS. 

We’re  his  avengers*. 

’Tis  war. 

King. 

Eternal  war. 

Posthumiuss 

Next  time  we  meet—1 
King. 

Is  in  the  Capitol. — Hafte,  fly  my  kingdom. 

POSTHUMIUS. 

No  longer  thine. 

King.  . 

Yes,  and  proud  Rome  a  province. 

\Exit  Pofthumius,  £sV. 

They  brave,  they  make,  they  tyrannize  o’er  kings. 

N  6 .  The- 
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The  name  of  king  the  proftrate  world  ador’d. 

Ere  Romulus  had  call’d  his  thie-ves  together. — 

But  let  me  paufe. — Not  Quintiles'  hand,  or  feal  ?  — 
Doubt  and  impatience,  like  thick  fmoke  and  fire. 
Cloud  and  torment  my  reafon. 

Ant  i  con  us. 

Sir,  recall, 

And  re-examine  thofe  you  fen*  to  Rome: 

You  took  their  evidence  in  hade  and  anger. 

Torture,  if  they  refufe,  will  tell  the  truth. 

King. 

Go,  flop  the  nuptial^,  till  you  hear  from  me. 

[Exit  King  and  Antigonus. 
Enter  Erixene  and  Delia,  meeting. 

Delia. 

% 

IVIadam,  the  prince,  who  fled  from  threaten’d  death. 
Attempting  his  efcape  to  foreign  realms, 

Was  lately  taken  at  the  city  gates. 

So  flrongly  guarded  by  his  father’s  pow’rs; 

And  now,  confin’d,  expefts  his  final  doom. 

Erixene. 

Jmprifon’d,  and  to  die  ! — And  let  him  die. 

Bid  Dymas ’  daughter  weep — I  half  forgot 
JH is  perjur’d  infolence.— I’ll  go  and  glut 
My  vengeance.  O  how  juft  a  traitor’s  death  t 
And  blacker  {till,  a  traitor  to  my  love. 

[Exeunt  Erixene  and  Delia. 
Scene  draws,  and Jhews  Demetrius  in pri/on. 

D  EMETRIUS. 

Thou  fubterranean  fepulchre  of  peace ! 

Thou  home  of  horror !  hideous  neft  of  crimes ! 

Guilt’s  firft  fad  flagein  her  dark  road  to  hell  1 
Ye  thick-barr’d.  funlefs  paffagesfor  air. 
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To  keep  alive  the  wretch  that  longs  to  die ! 

Ye  low-brow’d  arches,  through  whofe  fullen  gloom. 
Refound  the  ceafelefs  groans  of  pale  defpair  ! 

Ye  dreadful  (hambles,  cak’d  with  human  blood  ! 
Receive  a  gued,  from  far,  far  other  fceijes. 

From  pompons  courts,  from  Ihouting  victories, 
Caroufing  feftivals,  harmonious  bow’rs. 

And  the  foft  Chains  of  heart-diffolving  love. 

Oh!  how  unlike  to  thefe?  heart-breaking  load 
Of  lhame  eternal,  ne’er  to  be  knock’d  off, 

O  welcome  death,  no,  never  but  by  thee.— — * 

Nor  has  a  foe  done  this. — A  friend  !  A  father  !— a 
O  that  I  could  have  dy’d  without  their  guilt.— 

[Enter  Erixene.  Demetrius^z/^  at  her.] 
So  look’d  in  chaos  the  firft  beam  of  light : 

How  drives  the  ftrong  enchantment  of  hex  eye 
All  horror  hence  ! — How  die  the  thoughts  of  deatlT! 
Erixene. 

I  knew  not  my  own  heart.  I  cannot  bear  it. 

Shame  chides  me  back;  for  to  infult  his  woes 
Is  too  fevere ;  and  to  condole,  too  kind.  [Going, 
Demetrius. 

Thus  I  arreft  you  in  the  name  of  mercy. 

And  dare  compel  your  day  :  Is  then  one  look. 

One  word,  one  moment,  a  lad  moment  too, 

When  I  dand  tottering  on  the  brink  of  death, 

A  cruel  ignominious  death,  too  much 

For  one  that  loves  like  me?  A  length  of  years 

You  may  devote  to  my  bled  rival’s  arms, 

I  afic  but  one  Ihort  moment.  O  permit. 

Permit  the  Dying  to  lay  claim  to  thee, 

To  thee,  thou  dear  equivalent  for  life - 

Cruel,  relentlefs,  marble-hearted  maid! 
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Erixene. 

Demetrius,  you  perfift  to  do  me  wrong  ; 

For,  know,  though  I  behold  thee  as  thou  art. 

Doubly  a  traitor,  to  the  Hate  and  me  j 

Thy  forrow,  thy  diftrefs,  have  touch’d  my  bofom  y 

I  own  it  is  a  fault ;  I  pity  thee. 

Enter  Officer. 

Officer. 

My  Lora,,  your  time  is  Ihort,  and  death  waits  for  you.  ■ 
Erixene. 

Death  ? — I  forgive  thee  from  my  inmoll  foul. 

Demetrius. 

Forgive  me  ?  Oh !  thou  need’ll  not  to  forgive  ; 

If  impofition  had  not  ftruck  thee  blind. 

Truth  lies  in  ambulh  yet,  but  will  Hart  up. 

And  feize  thy  trembling  foul,  when  mine  is  fled.. 

O  I’ve  a  thoufand,  thoufand  things  to  fay. 

Erixene. 

And  I  am  come  a  fecret  to  difclofe. 

That  might  awake  thee,  wert  thou  dead  already. 
Officer. 

My  Lord,  your  final  moment  is  expir’d. 

Demetrius  and  Erixene. 

One,  one  fhort  moment  more. 

Demetrius. 

.  No  ;  death  lets  fall 

The  curtain,  and  divides  our  loves  for  ever. 

[Is forced  out. 

Erixene. 

Oh  I’ve  a  darker  dungeon  in  my  foul, 

Nor  want  an  executioner  to  kill  me. 

What  revolutions  in  the  human  heart 

Will  pity  caufe  !  What  horrid  deeds  revenge  !  [Exit. 

Scene 
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Scene Jhuts.  Enter  Antigonus,  nuith  attendants . 
Antigonus. 

How  diftant  virtue  dwells  from  mortal  man  ! 

Was’t  not  that  each  man  calls  for  others’  virtue. 

Her  very  name  on  earth  would  be  forgot. 

And  leave  the  tongue,  as  it  hath  left  the  hearts 
Was  ever  fuch  a  labour’d  plan  of  guilt? 

Take  the  king’s  mandate,  to  the  prifon  fly. 

Throw  wide  the  gates,  and  let  Demetrius  know 
The  full  detail. 

[ Enter  Erixene. 
The  princefs !  ha!  be  gone;  [To  the  attendants 
While  I  ftir  up  an  equal  tranfport  here. 

Princefs,  I  fee  your  griefs,  and  judge  the  caufe  : 

But  I  bring  news  might  raife  you  from  your  grave; 

Or  call  you  down  from  heaven  to  hear  with  joy. 

Juft  gods !  the  virtuous  will  at  laft  prevail- 
On  motives  here  too  tedious  to  relate,. 

I  begg’d  the  king  to  re-examine  thofe, 

Who  came  from  Rome.  The  king  approv’d  my  counfef. 
Surpriz’d,  and  confcious,  in  their  charge  they  falter’d, 
And  threaten’d  tortures  foon  difcover’d  all : 

That  Per/eus  brib’d  them  to  their  perjuries  ; 

That  Ehiintius'  letter  was  a  forgery  ; 

That  prince  Demetrius'  intercourfe  with  Rome 
Was  innocent  of  treafon  to  the  State. 

*  Erixene. 

O  my  fwoln  heart !  What  will  the  gods  do  with  me? 
Antigonus. 

And  to  confirm  this  moft  furprizing  news, 

Dymas,  who,  ftriving  to  fupprefs  a  tumult. 

The  rumour  of  Demetrius'  flight  had  rais’d. 

Was  wounded  fore,  with  his  laft  breqth  confefs’d, 

■»  The 
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The  prince  refus’d  his  daughter ;  which  affront 
Inflam’d  the  flatefman  to  his  prince’s  ruin. 

Erixene. 

Did  he  refufe  her  ?  [$  w cons, 

Anttgonus. 

Quite  o’ercome  with  joy  I 
Tranfported  out  of  lire! — The  gods  reftore  ! 

E  tux  EXE. 

Ah  !  why  recall  me  ?  This  is  a  new  kind 
-Of  murder;  moll  feve;e  !  that  dooms  to  life.. 

A  NT  icon  us. 

Fair  princefs,  you  confound  me. 

Erixene. 

Ami  fair  ? 

Am  I  a  piincefs  ?  Love  and  Empire  mine  ? 

Gay,  gorgeous  vifions  dancing  in  my  fight ! 

No,  here  I  Hand  a  naked  (hipwreck’d  wretch, 

Cold,  trembling,  pale,  fpent,  helplefs,  hopelefs,  maid; 
Call  on  a  Ihore  as  cruel  as  the  waves, 

O’er-hung  with  rugged  rocks,  too  llecp  to  climb; 

The  mountain  billows  loud,  coyie  foaming  in 
Tremendous ;  and  confound,  ere  they  devour. 
Antigonus. 

Madam,  the  king  abfol-ves  you  from  yourwow. 
Erixene. 

For  me,  it  matters  not ;  but  oh  !  the  prince  - - 

When  he  had  (hot  the  gulph  of  his  defpair  ; 

Emerging  into  all  the  light  of  heav’n, 

His  heart,  high-beating  with  well-grounded  hopej 
Then  to  make  fhipwreck  of  his  happinefs, 

Like  a  poor  wretch  that  has  efcap’d  the  ftorifi. 

And  fwam  to  what  he  deems  an  happy  ifle. 

When,  lo  !  the  favage  natives  drink  his  blood. 
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All !  why  is  vengeance  fweet  to  woman’s  pride. 

As  rapture  to  her  love?  It  has  undone  me. 

Delia* 

Madam,  he  comes. 

Erixene. 

Leave  us,  Antigomis, 
Antigonus. 

What  dreadful  fecret  this  ? — But  I’ll  obey. 

Invoke  the  gods,  and  leave  the  reft  to  fate.  [Exit  Ant. 
Erixene. 

How  terribly  triumphant  comes  the  wretch  ! 

He  comes,  like  flowers  ambrofial,  early  born. 

To  meet  the  blaft,  and  perilh  in  the  ftorm. 

Enter  Demetrius, 

Demetrius. 

After  an  age  of  abfence  in  one  hour, 

Have  I  then  tfound  thee,  thou  celeftial  maid  ! 

Like  a  fair  Venus  in  a  ftormy  fea  j 
Or  a  bright  goddefs,  through  the  fhades  of  night, 
Dropt  from  the  ftars,  to  thefe  bleft  arms  agen  ? 

How  exquifite  is  pleafure  after  pain  ! 

Why  throbs  my  heart  fo  turbulently  ftrong. 

Pain’d  at  thy  prefence,  through  redundant  joy. 

Like  a  poor  mifer,  beggar’d  by  his  ftore  ? 

Erixene. 

Demetrius,  joy  and  forrow  dwell  too  near, 
Demetrius. 

Talk  not  of  forrow,  left  the  gods  refent 
As  under-priz’d  fo  loud  a  call  to  joy. 

I  live,  I  love,  am  lov’d,  I  have  her  here  ! 

Rapture,  in  prefent,  and  in  profpedl,  more! 

N«  rival,  no  deftroyer,  no  defpair  ; 
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For  jealoufies,  for  partings,  groans,  and  death, 

A  train  of  joys,  the  gods  alone  can  name  ! 

When  heav’n  defcends  in  bleffings  fo  profufe. 

So  fudden,  fo  furpafling  hope’s  extreme. 

Like  the  fun  burning  from  the  midnight  gloom, 

’Tis  impious  to  be  niggards  in  delight ; 

Joy  becomes  duty  ;  heav’n  calls  for  fome  excefs. 

And  tranfport  flames  as  incenfe  to  the  Ikies, 

Erixene. 

Tranfport  how  dreadful ! 

Demetrius. 

Turns  Erixene  P 

Can  fhe  not  bear  the  funfliine  of  our  fate  ? 

Meridian  happinefs  is  pour’d  around  us  ; 

The  laughing  loves  defcend  in  fwarms  upon  ns*; 

And  where  we  tread  is  an  eternal  fpring. 

By  heav’n,  I  almoft  pity  guilty  Per/eus 
For  fuch  a  lofs. 

Erixene. 

That  ftabs  me  through  and  through 1 
Demetrius. 

What  ftahs  thee  ? — Speak. — Have  I  then  Iofl:  thy  love  f 
Erixene. 

To  my  confufion,  be  it  fpoke.— ,’Tis  thine. 
Demetrius. 

To  thy  confufion  !  Is  it  then  a  crime? 

You  heard  how  dying  Dymas  clear’d  my  fame 
Erixene. 

I  heard,  and  trembled  ;  heard,  and  ran  diftratted, 
Demetrius. 

Erixene. 

I’ve  nothing  elfe  to  give  thee. 

[He 
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[He  fteps  back  in  afloni foment ;  foe  in  agony  ;  and 
both  are Jilent  for  fome  time. 

He  is  ftruck  dumb. — Nor  can  I  fpeak. — Yet  muft  I. 

I  tremble  on  the  brink  ;  yet  muft  plunge  in— — 
Know,  my  Demetrius  !  joys  are  for  the  gods ; 

Man’s  common  courfe  of  nature  is  diftrefs  : 

His  joys  are  prodigies ;  and  like  them  too,. 

Portend  approaching  ill.  The  wife  man  ftarts. 

And  trembles  at  the  perils  of  a  blifs. 

To  hope,  how  bold  !  How  daring  to  be  fond. 

When  what  our  fondnefs  grafps  is  not  immortal  !— = 

I  will  prefume  on  thy  known,  fteady  virtue, 

And  treat  thee  like  a  man  ;  I  will,  Demetrius  ! 

Nor  longer  in  my  bofom  hide  a  brand. 

That  burns  unfeen,  and  drinks  my  vital  blood. 
Demetrius. 

What  myftery  ?  [ Here  a  fecond  paufe  in  both . 

Erixene. 

The  blackelK 
Demetrius. 

How  every  terror  doubles  in  the  dark  !' 

Why  muffled  up  in  filence  ftands  my  fate  > 

This  horrid  fpedlre  let  me  fee  at  once. 

And  fhew  if  I’m  a  man. 

Erixene. 

It  calls  for  more. 
Demetrius. 

It  calls  for  me  then  j  Love  has  made  me  more. 
Erixene. 

O  fortify  thy  foul  with  more  than  love ;  [thee. 

To  hear,  what  heard,  thou’lt  curfe  the  tongue  th&t  tells 

De- 
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Demetrius. 

Curfe  whom  ?  Curfe  thee  f* 

Erixene. 

Yes,  from  thy  inmoll  foul 
Why  doll  thou  lift  thy  eyes  and  hands  to  heav’n  ? 

The  pow’rs  moll  confcious  of  this' deed,  refide 
In  darknefs,  howl  below  in  raging  fires, 

Where  pangs  like  mine  corrode  them. — Thence  arife^ 
Black  gods  of  execration  and  defpair  ! 

Tho’  dreadful  earthquakes  cleave  your  upward  way. 
While  nature  lhakes,  and  vapours  blot  the  fun  ; 

Then  through  thofe  horrors  in  loud  gi  jans  proclaim. 
That  I  am— — 

Demetrius. 

What  ?— I’ll  have  it,  tho’  it  blail  me. 
Erixene. 

Thus  then  in  thunder - 1  am  Perfeus ’  wife. 

[Demetrius  falls  aga'mfl  the  fcene.  After  a paufe* 
Demetrius. 

In  thunder  ? — No ;  that  had  not  ftruck  fo  deep. 

What  temped  e’er  difcharg’d  fo  fierce  a  fire  ?—r 
Calm  and  deliberate  anguilh  feeds  upon  me ; 

Each  thought  fent  out  for  help  brings  in  new  woe. 
Where  fhall  I  turn  ?  where  fly?  to  whom  but  thee  f 

[Kneeling* 

Tremendous  Jove  !  whom  mortals  will  not  know 
From  bleflings,  but  compel  to  be  fevere, 

I  feel  thy  vengeance,  and  adore  tliy  power ; 

I  fee  my  failings,  and  abfolve  thy  rage. 

But,  oh!  I  mud  perceive  the  load  that’s  on  me  ; 

I  can’t  but  tremble  underneath  the  llroke. 

Aid  me  to  bear ! — But  fince  it  can’t  be  borne. 
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Oh  let  thy  mercy  burft  in  flames  upon  me  ! 

Thy  triple  bolt  is  healing  balm  to  this ; 

This  pain  unfelt,  unfancy’d  by  the  wretch. 

The  groaning  wretch,  that  on  the  wheel  expires. 
Erixene. 

Why  did  I  tell  thee  ? 

De  METRIUS. 

Why  commit  a  deed 
Too  fhocking  to  be  told  ?  What  fumes  of  hell 
Flew  to  thy  brain  ?  What  fiend  the  crime  infpir’d  ? 
Erixene. 

Perfeus,  laft  night,  as  foon  as  thou  waft  fled. 

At  that  dead  hour,  when  good  men  are  at  reft. 

When  every  crime  and  horror  is  abroad, 

Graves  yawn, fiends  yell,  wolveshowl,  andravens fcream ; 
Than  ravens,  wolves,  or  fiends,  more  fatal  far. 

To  me  he  came,  and  threw  him  at  my  feet. 

And  wept,  and  fwore,  unlefs  I  gave  confent 
To  call  aprieft  that  moment,  all  was  ruin’d. 

That  the  next  day  Demttrius  and  his  powers 
Might  conquer,  he  lofe  me,  and  1  my  crown, 
Conferr’d  by  Philip  but  on  Perfeus ’  wife. 

I  ftarted,  trembled,  fainted  ;  he  invades 
My  half-recover’d  ftrength,  brib’d  priefts  canlpire. 

All  urge  my  vow,  all  feize  my  ravilh’d  hand. 

Invoke  the  gods,  run  o’er  the  hafty  rite  ; 

While  each  ill  omen  of  the  Iky  flew  o’er  us. 

And  furies  howl’d  our  nuptial  fong  below. — 

Can’ll  thou  forgive  ? 

£)emetrius. 

By  all  the  flames  of  love, 

Ar.d  torments  of  defpair,  I  never  can. 
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The  furies  tofs  their  torches  from  thy  hand. 
And  all  their  adders  hifs  around  thy  head ! 
I’ll  fee  thy  face  no  more  ! 

Erixene. 


[Going. 


Thy  rage  is  juft. 

Yet  ftay  and  hear  me.  [She  kneels,  and  holds  him. 

Demetrius. 

I  have  heard  too  much. 
Erixene. 

’Till  thou  haft  heard  the  whole,  O  do  not  curfe  me  ! 
Demetrius. 

Where  can  I  find  a  curfe  to  reach  thy  crime  ? 
Erixene. 

Mercy  !  [ Weeping . 

Demetrius.  [ AJide.'] 

Her  tears,  like  drops  of  molten  lead. 

With  torment  burn  their  paflage  to  my  heart. 

And  yet  fuch  violation  of  her  vows  ■ 

Erixene. 


Mercy ! 


Demetrius. 


Per/eus—  [ Stamping . 

Erixene. 

Stamp  till  the  centre  lhakes. 
So  black  a  dtemon  fhalt  thou  never  raife. 

Per/eus  !  Canft  thou  abhor  him  more  than  I? 

Hell  has  its  furies,  Per/eus  has  his  love, 

And,  oh  !  Demetrius  his  eternal  hate. 

Demetrius. 

Eternal  !  Yes,  eternal  and  eternal ; 

As  deep,  and  everlafting,  as  my  pain. 

Erixene. 

Some  god  defcend,  and  footh  his  foul  to  peace ! 

De- 
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Demetrius. 

Talk’ft  thou  of  peace  ?  What  peace  haft  thou  bellow'd  ? 

A  brain  dillradted,  and  a  broken  heart. 

Talk’ft  .thou  of  peace  ?  Hark,  hark,  thy  hufband  calls. 
His  father’s  rebel !  brother’s  murderer! 

Nature’s  abhorrence,  and — thy  lawful  Lord  ! 

Fly,  my  kind  patronefs,  and  in  his  bofom 
Confult  my  .peace. 

Erixene. 

I  never  fhall  be  there. 

My  Lord  !  my  Life  ! 

Demetrius. 

How  fay’ll  ?  Is  Perfeus  here  ?— 
•Fly,  fly  !  away,  away  !  ’tis  death  !  ’tis  inceft  ! 

[Starting  wide,  and  looking  round  him.  As  he 
is  going,  Jhe  lays  hold  of  his  robe. 

Dar’ft  thou  to  touch  Demetrius  ?  Dar’ft  thou  touch  him 
Even  with  thine  eye  ? 

Erixene. 

I  dare — and  more,  dare  feize. 

And  fix  him  here  :  No  doubt  to  thy  furprize. — 

I’m  blemilh’d,  not  abandon’d  ;  honour  ftill 
Is  facred  in  my  fight.  Thou  call’ll  it  inceft  ; 

’Tis  innocence,  ’tis  virtue ;  if  there’s  virtue 
In  fix’d,  inviolable  ftrength  of  love. 

For,  know,  the  moment  the  dark  deed  was  done. 

The  moment  madnefs  made  met  Per/eus'  wife, 

I  feiz’d  this  friend,  and  lodg’d  him  in  my  bofom, 

[Shewing  a  dagger  ] 
Firmly  refolv’d  I  never  would  be  more. 

And  now  I  fling  me  at  thy  feet,  imploring 
Thy  Headier  hand  to  guide  him  to  my  heart. 

Who  wed  in  vengeance,  wed  not  but  to  die. 
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Demetrius. 

Has  Perfeus  then  an  hymeneal  claim  ? 

And  no  divorce  but  death  ? — and  death  from  me. 
Who  lhould  defend  thee  from  the  world  in  arms  ? 

O  thou  dill  excellent !  dill  mod  belov’d  1 
Erixene. 

Life  is  the  foe  that  parts  us ;  death,  a  friend 
All  knots  diflolving,  joins  us  ;  and  for  ever. 

Why  fo  diforder’d  ?  Wherefore  fliakes  thy  frame  i 
Look  on  me  ;  do  I  tremble  ?  Am  I  pale  ? 

When  I  let  loofe  a  figh,  I’ll  pardon  thine. 

Take  my  example,  and  be  bravely  wretched  ; 

True  grandeur  rifes  from  furmounted  ills ; 

The  wretched  only  can  be  truly  great. 

If  not  in  kindnefs,  yet  in  vengeance  drike ; 

’Tis  not  Erixene,  ’tis  Perfeus ’  wife. - 

Thou’lt  not  redgn  me  ? 

Demetrius. 

Not  to  Jove. 

Erixene:  i 

Then  drike. 

Demetrius.  [ Gazing  on  her  with  ajicnijhment.'] 
How  can  I  drike  ?  Stab  at  the  face  of  heav’n  ? 

How  can  I  drike  ? — Yet  how  can  I  forbear .? 

I  feel  a  fhoufand  deaths,  debating  one. 

A  deity  dands  guard  on  every  charm, 

And  drikes  at  me. 

Erixene. 

As  will  thy  brother  foon  : 

He’s  now  in  arms,  and  may  be  here  this  hour. 
Nothing  fo  cruel  as  too  foft  a  foul ; 

This  is  drange  tendernefs,  that  breaks  my  heart ; 

Strange 
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Strange  tendernefs,  that  dooms  to  double  death—*- 
To  Perfeus. 

Demetrius* 

True. — But  few  to  Ihun  that  horror  f 
By  wounding  thee,  whom  favage  pards  would  fpare? 
My  heart’s  inhabitant  !  my  foul’s  ambition  ! 

By  wounding  thee,  and  bathing  in  thy  blood ; 

That  blood  illuftrious,  through  a  radiant  race 
Of  kings,  and  heroes,  rolling  down  from  gods  ? 
Erixene. 

Heroes  and  kings,  and  gods  themfelves,  mult  yields 
To  dire  necefiity. 

Demetrius.. 

Since  that  abfolves  me. 

Stand  firm  and  fair. 

Erixene. 

My  bofom  meets  the  point,. 

Than  Perfeus  far  more  welcome  to  my  bread. 

Demetrius. 

Necefiity,  for  gods  themfelves  too  flrong. 

Is  weaker  than  thy  charms*  [Drops  tbe  dagger. 

Erixene. 

O  my  Demetrius  ! 

[Turns,  and  goes  to  a  farther  part  of  the  Jlage^ 
Demetrius. 

©  my  Erixene  [Both  filent,  ‘weep,  and  trembles- 

Erixene. 

Farewel.  [Going,. 

D E ME TRJUS.  [P djjionately  feizing  her. ] 

Where  goelt  ? 

Erixene*. 

To  feek  a  friend. 
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Demetrius. 

He’s  here. 

Erixene. 

Yes,  Perfeus ’  friend.— — — 
Earth,  open  and  receive  me. 

Demetrius. 

Heav’n  ftrike  us  dead. 
And  fave  me  from  a  double  fuicide. 

And  one  of  tenfold  death. — O  Jove  !  O  Jove  ! 

[ Falling  on  his  knees. 
But  I’m  diilradted.  [Suddenly  Jlarting  up. 

What  can  Jove  ?  Why  pray  ? 
What  can  I  pray  for  i 

Erixene. 

For  a  heart. 

De  METRIUS. 

Yes,  one 

That  cannot  feel.  Mine  bleeds  at  every  vein. 

Who  never  lov’d,  ne’er  fuifer’d ;  he  feels  nothing. 
Who  nothing  feels  but  for  himfelf  alone ; 

And  when  we  feel  for  others,  reafon  reels, 

O’erloaded,  from  her  path,  and  man  runs  mad. 

As  Love  alone  can  exquifitely  blefs, 

Love  only  feels  the  marvellous  of  pain  ; 

Opens  new  veins  of  torture  in  the  foul. 

And  wakes  the  nerve  where  agonies  are  born : 

E’en  Dymas,  Perfeus  (hearts  of  adamant !) 

Might  weep  thefe  torments  of  their  mortal  foe. 
Erixene. 

Shall  I  be  Iefs  compafiionate  than  they  ? 

[T aics  up  the  daggtr. 

What  love  deny ’d,  thine  agonies  have  done ;  [Stabs  berfelf- 
Demetrius'  figh  outftings  the  dart  of  death. 


Enter 


A  TRAGEDY. 

Enter  the  King,  &c. 
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King. 

Give  me  Demetrius  to  my  arms ;  I  call  him 
To  life  from  death,  to  tranfport  from  defpair. 
Demetrius. 

See  Perfeus *  wife  !  [Pointing  at  Erixene]  Let  Delia  tell 


[the  reft, 


King. 


My  grief-accuftom’d  heart  can  guefs  too  well. 
Demetrius. 

That  fight  turns  all  to  guilt,  but  tears  and  death. 
King. 

Death  ! — Who  {hall  quell  falfe  Perfeus  now  in  arms  ? 
Who  pour  my  tempeft  on  the  Capitol  i 

How  {hall  I  fweeten  life  to  thy  fad  fpirit  ? - 

I’ll  quit  my  throne  this  hour,  and  thou  {halt  reign. 


Demetrius. 


You  recommend  that  death  you  would  diftuade  ; 
Ennobled  thus  by  fame  and  empire  loft. 

As  well  as  life ! — Small  facrifice  to  Love. 

[Going  to  fab  himfelf,  the  King  runs  to  prevent  it ; 
but  too  late. 

King, 

Ah,  hold !  nor  ftrike  thy  dagger  through  my  heart ! 
Demetrius. 

’Tis  my  firft  difobedience,  and  my  laft.  [Falls  down. 
King. 

There  Philip  fell !  There  Macedon  expir’d  1 
I  fee  the  Roman  eagle  hovering  o’er  us, 

And  the  {haft  broke  Ihould  bring  her  to  the  ground. 

£. Pointing  at  Demetrius. 
Demetrius. 

Hear,  good  Antigonvs !  my  laft  requeft ; 
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Tell  Pcr/eus,  if  he’ll  Iheath  his  impious  fvvord 
Drawn  on  his  father,  I’ll  forgive  him  all ; 

Though  poo r  Erixene  lies  bleeding  by  : 

Her  blood  cries  Vengeance  ; — but  my  father’s,  Peace — - 

\Dies. 

King. 

As  much  his  goodnefs  wounds  ire  as  his  death. 

What  then  are  both  ? — O  Philip ,  once  renown’d  ! 
Where  is  the  pride  of  Greece,  tiie  dread  of  Rome, 

The  theme  of  Athens,  the  wide  world’s  example,. 

And  the  god  Alexander's  rival,  now  ? 

E’en  at  the  foot  of  fortune’s  precipice. 

Where  the  Have’s  figh  wafts  pity  to  the  print 
And  his  omnipotence  cries  out  for  more . 

Antigonus. 

As  the  fwoln  column  of  afcending  fmoke. 

So  folid  fwelis  thy  grandeur,  pigmy  man  !' 

Kin  g. 

My  life’s  deep  tragedy  was  plann’d  with  art, 

From  fcene  to  fcene  advancing  in  diftrefs, 

Through  a  fad  feries,  to  this  dire  refult ; 

As  if  the  Thracian  queen  condudled  all, 

And  wrote  the  moral  in  her  children’s  blood'; 

Which  feas  might. labour  to  walh  out  in  vain.. 

Hear  it,  ye  nations !  diftant  ages  !  hear; 

And  learn  the  dread  decrees  of  Jove  to  fear  t 
His  dread  decrees  the  llrifteft  balance  keep ; 

The  father  groans,,  who  made  a  mother  weep  J, 

But  if  no  terror  for  yourfelves  can  move. 

Tremble,  ye  parents,  for  the  child  ye  love  ; 

For  Tour  Demetrius  :  Mine  is  doom’d  to  bleed, 

A  guiltlefs  viftim,  for  his  father’s  deed. 
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AN  H  1ST0RICAL 


EPILOGUE. 


By  the  AUTHOR- 


A  N  Epilogue,  through  cujiom,  is your  right T 
But  ne'er  perhaps  was  needful  till  this  night : 

! To-night  the  virtuous  falls,  the  guilty  flies , 

Guilt's  dreadful  clofe  our  narrow  fcene  denies . 

In  hiflory's  authentic  record  read 

What  ample  vengeance  gluts  Demetrius’  Jhade  j; 

Vengeance  fo  great,  that  when  his  tale  is  told. 

With  pity  fame  ev'n  Perfeus  may  behold . 

Perfeus  furviv'd,  indeed,  and  fill' d  the  throne > 

But  ceafelefs  cares  in  conquefl  made  him  groan  : 

Nor  reign'd  he  long  ;  from  Rome  fwift  thunder  flew „ 
And  headlong  from  his  throne  the  tyrant  threw  : 
Thrown  headlong  down,  by  Rome  in  triumph  ledy 
For  this  night' s  deed  his  perjur'd  bofom  bled: 

His  brother's  ghoft  each  moment  made  him  ft  art. 

And  all  his  father's  anguijh  rent  his  heart. 

When,  rob' d  in  black  ,  his  children  round  him  hung* 
And  their  rais'd  arms  in  early  forrow  wrung ; 

The  younger  fmil'd,  unconfcicus  of  their  woe  ; 

-At  which  thy  tears,  O  Rome  !  began  to  flow  ; 
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So  fad  the  /cent  :  What  then  mufl  Perfeus  feel. 
To  fee  Jove\r  race  attend  the  vidtor’s  -wheel : 

To  fee  the  fa-ues  of  his  vsorfl  foes  increafe. 

From  fuch  a  fource  ! — An  emperor’s  embrace  ? 
He  Jicken’d foott  to  death  ;  and,  what  is  worfe. 

He  well  deferv’d,  and  felt,  the  coward’s  curfe  ; 
TJnpity’ d,fcorn’ d,  infulted  his  laf  hour. 

Far,  far  from  home,  and  in  a  vaffal’s  power  : 
His  pale  cheek  refed  on  his  Jhameful  chain, 

Ho  friend  to  mourn,  no flatterer  to  feign  ; 

Ho  fuii  retards,  no  comfort  fooths  his  doom. 

And  not  one  tear  bedews  a  monarch’s  tomb. 

Vs. 

H or  ends  it  thus — dire  vengeance  to  complete , 

His  antient  empire  falling,  Jhares  his  fate  : 

His  throne  forgot  !  His  weeping  country  chain  d  ! 
And  nations  ajk — Where  Alexander  reign’d. 

As  public  woes  a  prince’s  crime  purfue , 

So  public  blejflngs  are  his  virtue’ s  due, 

Shout,  Britons,  Jhout — aufpicious fortune  blefs  ! 
And  cry.  Long  live — O  U  R  title  to  fuccefs  ! 


END  of  VOL.  II. 


